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PREFACE 

TO FOUTY-FIliST ENGLISH EDITION 
OF PART I 

SiNrK tlie last edition of this book was published, two 
confplete lists of 100 liooks have a])peared, one by 
Lord Acton and the other by Mr. Shorter. 

Lord Acton’s list surprised me very much when I 
lirst siiw it, many years ago, and it surprises me *still. 
No <Ioubt the works he recommends are of sterling 
worth, but some seem to me too technical, some too 
si)ec.ial. The list is not oidy top-heavy, but one-sided. 
Air. Shorter’s fails, as I think, in the opf>osite character- 
istics. It is too ligliV tiX) merely amusing. '-Both lists, 
moreover, are renuirkable for their omissions. 

Let me illustrate this by ti^kitig fifteen books which 
are in one list but in neither of the other two. 


V 



Books in the List of Lord Acton, "'Lord Avebury, or Mr. Shorter, 

BUT NOT IN EITHER OF THE OTHER T\yO. 



Haur’s A'i>rlesungon Tiber Doginenge* Diokeii.s s J'ickwick. iMorier s Ilajji Baba. 

RfHhe’s^Theo Etliik. Tiia^kgrav’-s PtiidciHus. Madame D’Arblay’s Diary. 

Oettingen’s Moral Stutislik. Eliot s A<^aiu Bede, Balzac s Pere Goriot. 
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Some of the omiss^ns in Lord Acton’s list must 
surely have been accidental. Can he really have in- 
tended to exclude Homer, Shakespeare, Milton, Scott, 
Thackeray^ Hickens, Tennyson, Bacon ; and in classical 
literature Seneca, Cicero, Plato (except the “Laws”), 
Plutarch, Tacitus, Livy, Xenophon, and Thucydides? 
Considering tlie number of foreigii writers in his list, 

I am surprised that it dr>es not include Moli^re, Des- 
cartes, or Thomas a Kempis, h^istern literature he 
omits altogether. Moreover, some at least of the books 
arc very special. Life \s short ; we have none of us 
too much leisure ; and, except for those who are 
niakiiy^ a special .study of such subjects, I can hafdly 
iiiMigirie it could be worth while to jcad such books a.s, 
for instance, ^lignet’s AVV/uriu/fuas, ov C'arte’s llUtohr du 
Mouvemmt Ihl'Kjv HX d(uu< h' CauUm dx Vattd^ or Pou.sseau’si 
doiisky nit ions snr bi doJotjur, Modern Ilistoiy (jxcej^ 
theologie.al), Literature and Fiction, Lord Acton has 
almost entirely igm>re<l. 

On the other haiul, Lonl Acton would no doubt 
have shared my feelings a.s regards the list suggested 
by Mr. Shorter. ^ My astonishment that Lord Acton 
should have omitted Scott and Shakespeare ami Tenny- 
son is slightly, though only slightly, d^iinished by 
finding that Mr. Shorter also excludes them, except in 
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the case of Hamlet. He prefers Jlasselas to Moli^re ; 
and finds a place for Rousseau’s Confessiamy Boccaccio, 
and Tom Jones. 

I do not, however, wish to decry the absdiiite merit 
of most of the books which Mr. Shorter incliules, but 
only to question, at least in many cases, their relative 
position. With some few exceptions, most of the 
books he recommends arc Avell Avorth reading. On the 
other hand, what can aa^c say of a list Avith such 
omissions ? Besides those already referred to, I may 
refer to the exclusion of Seneca, Cicero, Thucydides, 
Biicon’s Essays, Emersoirs Ess^iys, Burke, Moliere’s 
Pla5s, Sheridan’s Play.s, Descartes, Keblc’s (^hriMutn 
Year, Thomas a Kenipis’s Imitation of Christ, etc. Ou 
the whole, then, neither Lord Acton nor Mr. Shorter 
<has convinced me that T .should tirof) any of the books 
6at of my list. 

Tltcii Ki.ms, 

Down, Kknt, 



PREFACE 

TO THE ORIGINAL EDITION OF J>ART I 

Those who have the pleasure of attending tlie opening 
meetings of schools and colleges, and of giving away 
prizes and certificates, are geiierall}" expected at the 
siime time to offer such worils of counsel and encoiiragc- 
ment as the experience of the worhl might enable them 
to give to those who are entering life. 

Having been myself when 3 ’^oiing rather prone tp 
suffer from low s|)irits, I have at several of tbSse 
gatherings tiiken the o])portunity of dwelling on the 
[>rivilcges and blessings we enjoy, and I reprint JiQfie 
the substiince of some of these addresses (omitting 
what was special to the circumstances of each case, and 
freely making any alterations and additions which hav8 
since occurred to me), hoping that the thoughts and 
quotations in w^hich I have myself fotinc]^ most comfort 
may perhaps be of use to others also. 

a 2 
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It is hardly necessary to Siiy that I have not by any 
means referred to all the sources of happiness open to 
us, some indeed of the greafcst pleasures and blessings 
being altogether omitted. 

In reading over the proofs I feel that some sentences 
may appear too dogmatic, but I hojie that allowance 
w’ill be made for the circumstances ubder which they 
were delivered. 


High Elms, 

Down, Kent, January 1887. 



PREFACE 

TO TWENTIETH EDITION OF PAitT I 

A lectitkp: which 1 delivered three years ago at the 

Working IVIen’s (College, and which forais the fourth 

chapter of Part I., has given rise to a good deal of 

discussion. The Pall Mall Gazette took up the subiect 
♦ 

and issued a circular to some of those best qualified to 
• express an opinion. This elicited many interesting 
replies, and some other lists of books were drawn up. 
When my book was translated, a similar discussiod 
took place in Germany. The result has been very 
gratifying, and after carefully considering the sug- 
gestions which liave been made, I see no reJison for 
any material change in the first list. I had not pre- 
sumed to form a list of my own, nor did I profess to 
give my own favourites. 'My attempt was to give 
tliose most gonera|ly recommended by pre^ous writers 
on the subject. In the various criticisms on my list, 

xi 
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while largo additions, amojiiiti’ng to several hundred 

works ill all, have lx>en pi*ojx)sed, very few omissions 

have been suggested. As ^regards those works with 

reference to which some doubts have beerf**' expressed 

— namely, the few Oriental books, Wake's Aj>ostolic 

Fathers, etc. — I may observe that I drew" up the list, 

not as that of the hundred best books, but, whibh 

is very diflferent, of those which have been most 

frequently recommended as best w^orth reading. 

For instance, as regards the Sheki7i^ and the Analecta 

of Confucius, I must humbly confess that I do not 

greatly admire either ; but I recommended them be- 

c&ikie they are held in the most profound veneration 

« 

by the Chinese race, containing 400,000,000 of pur 
fellow -men. 1 may add that both works are quite * 

I short. 

The Raniayana and Muha Bharaia (as epitomised by 
Wheeler) and St. Hilaire's Bonddha are not only very 
^'interesting in themselves, but very important in refer- 
ence to our great Oriental Empire. 

The authentic writings of the Apostolic Fathers are 

very short, being indeed comprised in one small volume, 

% 

and as the only works (which have come down to us) 
of those wLo lived wdth and knew; the Apostles, they 
afe certainly well worth reading. 
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I have been surprised at the great divergence of 
opinion which has been expressed. Nine lists of some 
length have been piibiishect Those lists contain some 
three hiinUrod works not mentioned by we (without^ 
howevtT, any corresponding omissions), and yet there 
is not one single ]>ook wJiich occurs in every list, or 
even in half of them, and only about half a dozen 
which appear in more than one of the nine, ^ 

If these authorities, or even a majority of them, had 
concurred in their recommcridations, I would have 
availed myself <»f them ; but iis they differ so greatly 
I will allow my list to remain almost as I first pro- 
posed it. 1 hav(% however, added Kalidasa’s Stfkufffaln 
ov JThe Ijt<l lihufy and S(?hillcr’s iriHidHf TrlJ^ omitting, 
in conse(|Ucnce, Lucretius and Miss Austen : Lucretius 
because, though his work is most remarkable, it is» 
perhaps too difficult and therefore less ge^fnilly 
suitable than most of the other.s in the list ; and 
Miss Austen because English novelists were soraewhaf 
over-reprc.sentcd. 


II mil Elms, 

Down, Kent, August 1890. 
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''All places that the eyt of Heaven visits 
Are to the wise luaii ports and happy havens.” 

SUARKSI’KAUK, 

** Sonic nninmir, when their .'iky is clear 
And wholly hrigiit to view, 

If one small sjKs k of dark apjiear 
In their *;reat heaven of blue. 

Ainl some with thankful love are fill'd 
If Init one streak of liglit, 

One ray of Goal’s gootl merev ^^ild 
The darkness of tlieir night. 

In palaces are hearts that ask, 

In discont«*nt and }iride, 

Why life is sucli a dreary task, 

And all good tilings denicfl. 

And hearts in po.»rest lints ailmire 
How love lias in their aid 
(Love that not ever seems to tire) 

Such rich provision made.” 


Tkkncu. 
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CHAPTER I 


THE DUTY UF HATPINESS * 


If a mail is unhappy, this must U; his own faultf; for God 
made all men to be happy.” — K iicteti.s. 

Life i« n great gift, and as we reach years of discretion, 
we most of ns naturally ask ourselves what should be 
the main object of our existence. Even those who do 
not accept the greatest good of the greatest number ” 
as an* absolute rule, will yet admit that we shoultl all 
ende«avour to eoiitriluite as far as we may to the happi- 
ness of others. There aiv many, however, who seem 
to doubt whether it is right that we should try to be 
happy ourselves, (-)ur owji happiness ought not, ofi 
eour.se, to be our main ol)ject, nor indeed will it eviT 
be sccureil if .selfishly sought. We may have %mny 
pleasure.s in life, but must not lot them have rule over 
us, or they will soon Ijarul us over to sorrow ; and 
‘Mntt» what dangerous ami miserable servitude doth he 
fall who sulferelh {ileasure.s ami sorrows (two unfaithful 
and cruel commanders) to ]M>.ssess him .successively ? ” - 
I cannot, howcN'er, btil think that the world would 
be better and brigjliter if our teachers would dwell on 
the Duty of Happiness as well as on the Happiness of 
Duty ; for we ought to be as bright and genial as we 

' The siibstauce of tliis was delivered at the Harris lustltute, 
Frestou. ^ Seneca. 

3 
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can, if only because to bo cbeei;ful ourselves, is a most 
effectual contribution to the happiness of others. 

Every one must have fe?* that a cheerful friend is 
like a sunny day, shedding brightness on all around ; 
and most of us Ciin, as we choose, make of'" this world 
either a palace or a prison. 

There is no doubt some selfish satisfaction in yield- 
ing to melancholy, and fancying that we are victims 
of fate ; in brooding over grievances, especially if more 
or less imaginary. To be bright and cheerful often 
requires an effort ; there is a certain art in keeping 
oneself liappy : and in this respect, as in others, we 
require to watch over and manage ourselves, almost as 
if we were somebody else. 

Sorrow and joy, indeed, arc strangely interwoven. 
Too often 

“ We look before aud after, 

And |»ine for what is not : 

Our simerest lau.£(liter 

With some pain is fraught : 

Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought." * 

As a nation we are prone to melancholy. It htis 
been said of our countrymen that they take even their 
pleas?:res sadly. But this, if it be true at all, will, 
I hope, prove a transitory characteristic. “ Merry 
England ” was the old s<aying ; let us ho[)e it may 
become tnie again. Wc must look to the I^ast for real 
melancholy. What can be sadder than the lines with 
which Omar Khayyam o|)en8 his quatrains : - 

“ We .sojourn Ijere for one short day or two, 

And all the gain we get is giief and woo ; 

And then, leaving life’s problems all unsolved 
And harassed by regrets, we liave to go " ; 


Shelley. 


^ I quote from Wbiulield’s trauslutiou. 
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or the Devas’ song ^ Prince Siddartha, in Edwin 
Arnold^s Ixiaiitiful version : 

“ We are ilie voices ofllic wandering wind, 

Which moan for rest, and rest can never find, 
ft ! as the wind is, so is mortal life — 

A moan, u a soh, a storm, a strife.” 

If this indeed he true, if mortol life he so sad and 
full of snfTering, no wonder that Xii-vana — the cessation 
of sorrow — should be welcomed even at the sacrifice 
of consciousness. 

But ought we not to place before ourselves a very 
different icleul — a healthier, manlier, and nobler hope ? 

Life is not to live merely, but to live well. There 
arc some ‘*who live without any design at all, and 
only pass in the worhl like straws on a river : they do 
not go; they are curried/’^ — but as Homer makes 
i’lysses sa}", “ How dull it is to j)ause, to make an ind, 
to rejft unburnislied : not to shine in use — as though 
to 4}reathe were life ! *’ 

(5o(Jthe tells us that at thirty he resolved “ to work 
out life no longer by halves, but in all its beauty and 
totality ! ” 

“Im (Janzen, Uuten, Schdiien 
Rc.s(dut zu h-hen.” 


liife indeed must be measured by thought and* 
action, not liy time. It certainly may be, and ought 
to be, bright, inlere.sting, and hapj)y; for, according to 
the Italian proverb, “if all cannot live on the Piazza, 
every one may feel tlio sun.’’ 

If we do our best ; if wo do not magnify trifling 
troubles ; if we look, resolutely, I do not say at the 
bright side of things, but at things as they really are j 
if we avail ourselves of the manifold blessings which 
* Seuc(',a. 
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surround us ; we cannot but f^el that life is indeed a 
glorious inheritance. 

“More sorvaiiLs wait' on iiian 
Than he'll take notice of. In every j»ath 

He treads down that which doth hefrimid him 
When sickne.ss makes hini pale and wan. 

Oh mighty Love ! Man is one world, and hath 
Another to attend him.” ^ 

Few of ns, however, realise the wondei*fnl privilege 
of living, or the blessings we inherit ; the glories and 
beauties of the L^niverse, which is our own if we <;hoosc 
to have it so ; the extent to which wc can make our- 
selves what we wish to be ; or the power we j>osse.ss 
of securing peace, of triumphing ot er pain and sorrow. 

Dante pointed to the neglect of opjwrtunitios as a 
serious fault : 

“ Man can do violence 

To himsedf and his owm Messing.'?, and for this 
He, in the second round, mu.st aye dcjdore. 

With unavailing peniteiuro, his crime. 

Wlnx^'er deprives hinisplf t>r life and light 
In rcckle.ss lavishment his talent wastes, 

And sorrow.<3 then when he should dwell in joy.*' 

Kiiskin ha.s expressed this with special allusion to 
the marvollou.s bcftiity of thi.s gloriou.s world, too oft<;n 
‘taken as a matter of course, auel remembered, if at all, 
almost without gratitude. ** Holy men,’’ he complains, 

‘‘ in the recommending of the love of (iod to us, refer Imt 
seldom to tho.se things in which it is most abniulantly 
and immediately shown ; though they in.sist much on 
His giving of bread, and raiment,* and health (which 
He gives to all inferior crcittures) : they require us ♦ 
not to thai^k Him for that glory of His works which 
He has permitted us alone to perceive : they tell us 
* Herbert. 
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often to meditate in the closet, but they send us not, 
like Isaac, into the fields at even : they dwell on the 
duty of self-denial, but tlyy exhibit not the duty of 
delight : and yet, as lie justly says elsewhere, “ each 
of us, as^’e travel the way of life, has the choice, 
according to our working, of turning all the voices of 
Nature into one song of rejoicing ; or*bf withering and 
quenching her sympathy into a fearful withdrawn 
silence of condemnation, — into a crying out of her 
stones and a shaking of her dust against us,’^ 

Must we not all ailinit, with Sir Henry Taylor, that 
“the reti-ospect of life swarms with lost opportftnities ” ? 
“Whoever enjoys not life,” says Sir T. Browne, “I 
count him but an apparition, though he wears about 
him th(‘ visi])lc affections of flesh.” 

St. Beriiard, indeed, goes so far as to maintain that 
“nothing can work me damage except myself; the 
harm thut I siistain I carry about with me, and ijpver. 
am a*rejil s\ifferor but by my own fault.” 

• Some lh*aiheii moralists also have taught very much 
live same lesson. “ The gods,” says Marcus Aurelius, 
“have put all the means in mans j>owcr to enable him 
not to fall into real evils. Now th.at which does not 
make a man worse, how can it make his life worse 

Kpietetus takes the same line: “If a mantis un- 
happy, remernbcM- tliat his unhapj)iness is his own 
fault; for (icxl has made all men to l»e happy.” 
am,” he elsewhere say.'^, “always content with that 
which happens ; for I think that what God chooses is 
belUu* than what 1 choose.” And again: “Seek not 
that things .should happen as you wish ; hut wish the^ 
thing.s which ha|fl3en to ho as tliey are, and you will 
have a trampiil iknv of life. ... If you wish for any- 
thing wduch belongs to another, you lose^that which is 
your own.” 

This is true Idiilosophy, but fow% if any, coulA gg 
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so far. We cannot but suffer from pain, sickness, and 
anxiety ; from the loss, the unkindnoss, the faults, even 
the coldness of those we loj;e. How many a day has 
been damped and darkened by an angry word ! 

Hegel is said to have calmly finished his 
logic (ks Gcisfes at Jena, on the 14th ()cU)ber 1806, not 
knowing anything whatever of the battle Uiat was 
raging round him. 

Alatthew Arnold has suggested that we might take 
a lesson from the heavenly )>odies. 

Uii a ffri jilted by the sib iu'c nmiid them, 

Uiidistractt-d by the siglits they nee, 

Tbf'se demiuul nut lb.it the thing.s without them 
Yield them love, sympathy. 

Bounded by t hern s< •Ives, an<l uirubservant 
In whut ytate (Joir.s oth(‘r works may be, 

In tlieir own tasks all tin ir j>owers j»ourii)g, 

These attain the mifjhty life you see.” 

It is true that 

“ A man is his own star ; 

Our aets our angels are 
Fhj- goml or ill,” 

aAJ that “rather than follow a multitude to do evil,'’ 
one should “ stand like Pornpey’s pillar, conspicuous by 
oneself, and single in integrity.’’ ^ But to many this 
fr^i^olation would he itself most painful, for the heart is 
“no island cut off from other lands, hut a continent 
that joins to them.’’ - 

If we separate ourselves so much from the interests 
of those arouml us that we rlo not sympathise with 
them in their sufferings, we .shut ovirselves out from 
sharing their happiness, and lose far more than we 
gain. To a\rpid symptithy and wraj) ourselves round 
in a cold chain armour of selfishness, is to exclude our- 

, ’ Sir T. Browut*. - Bacon. 
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selves from many of tlje greatest and purest joys of 
life. To render ourselves insensible to pain we must 
forfeit also the possibility ofc happiness. 

Moreover, much of what we Cfill evil is really good 
in disguise, •and we should not “quarrel rashly with 
adversities not yet understood, nor overlook the mercies 
often bound up in th<‘m, for we consider not sufficiently 
the 'good of evil, nor fairly coni])Ute t h(3 mercies of Provi- 
dence in things alllictive at linst hand.” ^ Pain is a 
signal of danger, a very necessity t>f existence. But 
for it, hut for the warnings vdiieh our feelings give us, 
the very blessings hy which we are surrouiulefl w’onld 
be soon and inevitably fatal. ]\Tany of those who 
have not studied the <juestiou are under the inijn*ession 
tliat the more de(‘ply-seated portions of the body must 
l>c the most sensitive. The very reverse is the case. 
The skin is a ctmtiniums and ever- watchful sentinel, 
always on guar<l to giv(^ us notice of any approaclting 
dangcf ; while the iunei* oigtins, where pain wotdd be 
wdthout purpose, are, so long as lliey are in health, 
compai’atively (an<l liie brain itself, the tenqde of 
thought, the s(*at of all sufiering and enjoyment, is 
entirely) dc'void of sensation. 

“We talk,” says jlelp.s, “of the origin of evil ; . . 
but what is evil ' \\v mostly sj>eak of sutleringi and 

trials as |>erhaps, in their result ; hut we hardly 

admit that iIut ma> he good in themselves. Yet they’ 
are knowledge - how elst^ tf> ]>e acquired, unless hy 
making men as g(*<ls, enabling tiiem to understand 
without experience. All that men go tlirough may be 
absolutely the best for them- no such thing fis evil, at 
least in our custoimlry meaning of tlie w^ord.” 

Indeed, “the vale best discovoreth the hill,”*^ and 
“pour sentir les grands biens, il faut qu’il i^onnoissc les 
1>etits maux.”*^ 

* Sir T. Browue. 


- Biusou. 


Rousseau. 
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But even if we do not scem^to got all that wo should 
wish, many will feel, as in Leigh Hunt's translation of 
Filicaja's beautiful sonnet, Chat — 

“So Providt'iR'o for us, high, infinite. 

Makes our neces.sities its watchful task, 

Hearkens to all our prayers, h(*lj>s all our wants, 

Ami e'en if it denies what seems our right. 

Either denies hecaiise ’twould liave us ask, 

Or seems but to deny, and in denying grants.” 

Those on the other hand who do not acce]>t the idea 
of continual inUu’ferences, will rejoice in the bedief that 
on the whole the laws of the Universe work out for the 
general happiness?. 

And if it does come — 

“ ( Jrief should he 
Like joy, majestic, equable, sedate, 

Confirming, cleansing, raising, making free ; 

Strong to consume HUiall troubles ; to eoniinend 
Great thouglits, grave thoughts, thoughts la.sting to 
the end.” ^ 

If, however, we cannot hope that life will be all 
Stiappiness, we may at least secure a heavy balance on the 
right side ; and even events which look like misfortune, 
if boldly kced, may often be tuined to good. Often- 
times, say.s Seneca, “calamity turns to our advantage; 
and great ruins make way for greater glories.'’ Helm- 
holtz dates his start in science to an attack of illness. 
This led to his acijuisition of a raicroscoix.^ which he 
was enabled to purchase, owing to his haviTjg spent his 
autumn vawition of 1841 in the hcmpital, prostrated l>y 
typhoid fever; being a pupil, he was nursed without* 
ex[»en8e, apd on his recovery he foural himself in 
possession of the savings of his small resomxes. 

^ Aubrey de Vere. 
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“ Savonarola/’ says (^stelar, “ would, linder different 
circumstances, undoubtedly have lK;en a good husband, 
a tender father ; a man unknown to history, utterly 
powerless to print ujxiri the sands of time and upon the 
human soi#the deep trace which he has left: but mis> 
fortune c;ime to visit him, to crush his heart, and to 
impart that marked melancholy which eh iracterises a 
soul in grief ; and the grief that circled liis brows 
with a crown of thorns was also that which WTeathed 
them with the sphnidonr of immortality. His hopes 
were centred in the woman he loved, his life was set 
upon the possession of lier, and when her famify finally 
rejected him, jjarlly on aceount of Ins profession, and 
partly on account of lus ]>ersoii, he believed that it W'as 
death that had come upon him, when in truth it was 
immortality.” 

It is, howevt‘r. ini[xjssihle to deny the existence of 
evil, and the r<*ason for it has long e.xerciscd the hujaan 
intellSet. Tlie Savage solves it by the supposition of 
evil Spirits. Even the (Greeks attributed the misfortunes 
of men in great measure to the anti])at]iies and jealousies 
of gods and goddesses. Others have imagined two 
(’ele.stial Beings. op])osite and anUigonistic — the one^ 
friendly, the oilier hostile, to men. ^ 

PVeedom of action, however, seems to iiivolv^e the 
existence of e\ il. If any {)owt*r of selection he left 
us, much must dc})end on the elioicc wc make. In the* 
very nature of things, two and two cannot make five. 
P'^jiictetus imagines Jupiter addressing man as follows: 
“ If it had been possilde t<> make your ].)ody and your 
property free from liability to injury, I would liave done* 
so. As this could not be, I have given you a small 
portion of m3'self.” ' 

This divine gift it is for us to use wis^t^ It is, in 
fact, our most valuable treasure. “The soul is a much 
better thing than all the others which you i>ossess. Can 
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you then show me in what waj yon have t^iken care of 
it ? For it is not likely that you, who are so wise a 
man, inconsiderately and cicelcssly allow the most valu- 
able thing that yon possess lo he neglected and to perish/'^ 

Moreover, even if evil cannot he altogether avoided, 
it is no doubt true that not only whether the life we 
lead be good and useful, or evil and useless, but also 
whether it he happy or nnhapj)y, is very much in 
our own power, and depends greatly on ourselves. 
“ Time alone relieves the foolish from son-ow, Init I'eason 
the wise,”- and no orte wjus ever yet imulc utterly 
miserable excepting by himself. We are, if not the 
masters, at any I’ate almost the creators of oui\selves. 

With most of us it is not so much great sorrows, 
disease, or de^ith, but rather the little “daily dyings’’ 
which cloud over the sunshine of life. Many of our 
troubles are insigniticant in themselves, and might e^tsily 
be ^woidc'd 1 

How happy home might generally he made hut for 
foolish quarrels, or misunderstandings, as they are well 
named ! It is our own fault if we arc r|uerulou8 or ill- 
humoure<l ; nor uee<l we, though this is less easy, allow 
‘ourselves to ht^ made unhappy by the queruiousness or 
fti-humour of others. 

Jfuch of what we suffer we have brought on otirselvcs, 
if not by actual fault, at least hy ignoratiee or thought- 
•lessness. IIow many, like Ivsaii, have soM tlieir birth- 
right for a mess of fK)ttage and sacrificed the happiness 
of a life for the enjoyment of an hour. “ We buy the 
men-y madness of a moTiient by the long penitence of 
after-years.” Troublt‘s comparalivtdy seldom come to 
us, it is we who go to them. Mat^' of us fritter our 
life away. I^a P>ruyere says that “most men syx;nd 
much of the^ lives in making the rest miserable ” ; or, 
as Goethe puts it : 

' EpictetuR. 


* mu. 
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“ Careworn inau has, in all ages, 

Sown vanfty to reap dcs])air.’* 

Not only do wti suffer much in the anticipation of 
evil, as “ Noah lived many years under the affliction of 
a flood, anci^.lerusaleru was taken unto Jeremy before it 
was besii'ged,^’ but we often distress ourselves greatly 
in the apprehension of rnisfortunes which after all never 
happen at all. We should do <nir best and wait calmly 
the result. We often hear of people l>reaking dowj) 
from overwork, but in nine cases out of ten they are 
really suffering from worry or anxiety. 

“Nos maux inoraux,’’ says Kousseau, “sfjut tous 
<lans ro[)inion, hors un seul, qui est le crime ; et celui- 
la depemi de nous : nos maux physiques nous d^trui- 
sent, uu se dtHruisent. Le temps, ou la mort, sont nos 
remtsles/’ 

This, however, a])plies to the grown-up. With 
children of course it is different. It is customary, J>ut 
I think it is a mistake, to speak of “ happy ” childhood. 
(vhiUlron are often over anxious and acutely sensitive. 
Man ought to be man and master of his fate ; but children 
are at the luerey of those around them. Mr. l^rey, 
the great horse* lamer, has told us that he hjis known 
an angry word raise the ])nlse of a horse ten boats in 'a 
ininute. Thirdv, then, how it must aflect a child ! 

It is small blame to the young if they are over- 
anxious : but it is a danger be striven against. “The 
terrors of the storm an* chiefly felt in the parlour or 
the cabin.’’ ‘ 

To save ourselves from imaginary, or at any rate 
problematical, evils, we often inc\n- real suffering. “ The 
man,” said Epicurus, ‘Svho is not content with little is 
content with nothing,” How often do we “ labour for 
that which satisfieth not.” And yet morei4,han we c^n 
use is more than wc need, and oidy a burden to the 
^ Emerson. 
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bearer.^ We most of us give ourselves un inimenso 
amount of useless trouble ; eiicumbcr ourselves, as it 
were, on the journey of (Ufa vith a dead weight of 
unnecessary’' baggage ; and as ** a man inaketh his train 
longer, he makes his wings shorter.’ - In t^at delight- 
ful fairy tale, Alice ihronnh the Lwkintj-Glaii^^ the \Miite 
Knight” is descrihed ji.s having loaded himself on start- 
ing for a journey with a variety of odds and ends, 
incliniing a mousetrap, lest he should bo troubled by^ 
mice at night, and a bee-hive in case he came across a 
swarm of bees. 

Hearne, in his Jtmrn-\ff to the Mindh of the Gopj^ermine 
liiver, tells us that a few days after starting on his 
expedition he met a party of Indians, who annexed a 
great deal of his property, and all Hearne says is, 
“The weight of our baggage being so much lightened, 
our next day’s journey was much pleasanter.” 1 ought, 
however, to add that the Indians broke up the {jhilo- 
sophical instruments, whieh, no doubt, were rather an 
encuinbrauee. 

When troubles do come, Marcus Aure1iu.s wisely 
tells us to “remember on every oe(‘a.sion which leads 
thee to vexiitioii to apply this prinei[>le, that this is not 
^ misfortune, but that to bear it nobly is good buturie.” 
Our own anger indeed does us more harm than the 
thing which makes us angry ; and we sutler much more 
from the anger and vexation which we allow* acts to 
rouse in us, than w’e do from the acts thcinsclves at 
which w*e are angi’v and vexed. How much many 
people, for instance, allow themselves to be distracted 
and disturbed by fjuarrels ai»d family disputes. Vet in 
nine cases out of ten one ought not to suffer from 
l>eing found fault with. If the condemnation is just, it 
should be wvdeome as a warning ; if it is undeserved, 
why should we allow it t<> distress us ? 

' Seneca. - Bacon. 
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Moreover, if misforyines happen we do but make 
them worse ]>y grieving over them. 

“ I must die/’ says Pipi#tctus. But must I then 
die sorrowing ? I must lie put in chains. Must I then 
also lameu<^l I must go into exile. Can I be pre- 
vented from going with cheerfulness and contentment] 
But 1 will put you in juison. Man, what are you 
saynng ? You muy put my body in prison, but my 
mind not evtm Zeus himself ciui overpower.’^ 

If, indeed, we cannot be happy, the fault is gener- 
ally in ourselves. Socrates lived under the Thirty 
Tyrants. Ej)ictetus was a ])oor slave, and yet how 
much we owe him ! 

“How is it ]»ossihlc,” he says, “that a man who has 
nothing, who is iiakinl, houseless, without a hearth, 
s<|ualid, without a slave, without a city, can pass a life 
that flows easily 1 See, (Jod has sent you a man to 
show you that it is jjossible. Look at me, who #m 
without a city, without a hotise, without possessions, 
without a slave ; i sleep cm the ground ; I have no 
wife, no children, nu pra*torium, but only the earth and 
heavens, and one poor cloak. And what do I want ] 
Am I not witluaU starou' { Am I not without fear ? 
Am I not free ] W hen tlid any of you see me failing 
ifi the object of my desire ? or e\ er falling into that 
whicli I wotdd avoid I l)id 1 ever blame God or man] 
Did I ever accuse any man ? Did any of you ever see* 
me with a Sijrrowfid countenance] And ho>v do I meet 
with those wl)om you are afraid of and iwiinire ] Do 
not I treat them like slaves ] Who, when he sees me, 
does not think that he sees his king and master ] 

Think how muolt Avq have to be thankful for. Few 
of us appreciate the miiuUu’ of our everyday blessings ; 
we look on them as trifles, and yet “Irifles make 
IH^rfection, and perfection is no trifle,” as Michael 
Angelo said. We forget them because they are aiwajrs 
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Avith us ; and yet for each us, as Mr. Pater well 
observes, these simple gifts, and others equally trivial, 
bread and wine, fruit ani milk, might regain that 
poetic and, as it were, moral significance which surely 
belongs to all the means of our daily life, ctuld we but 
break through the veil of our familiarity with things 
by no means vulgar in tliemselves.^^ 

“Let not,” says Isaak Walton, “the blessings we 
receive daily from God make us not to value or not 
praise Him because they be common ; let us not forget 
to praise Him for the innocent mirth and pleasure we 
have m^t with since we met together. What would a 
blind man give to see the pleasant rivers and meadows 
and flowers and fountains ; and this and many other 
like blessings we enjoy daily.” 

Contentment, we have been told by Epicurus, consists 
not in great wealth, but in few wants. In this fortunate 
coiyitr}", however, w^e may have many Avants, and yet, 
if they are only reasonable, we may gratify them^all. 

Nature indeed provides without stint the main 
requisites of human happiness, “To watch the corn 
grow, or the blossoms set ; to draw liard breath over 
plough-share or spade ; to reatl, to think, to love, to 
fh-ay,” these, says liuskin, “are the things that make 
men Vappy.” 

“I have fallen into the hands of thieves,” says 
Aleremy Taylor ; “ what then ? They have left me the 
sun and moon, fire ami water, a loving wdfe and many 
friends to pity me, and some to relieve me, and 1 can 
still discourse ; and, unless I list, they ha^ c not taken 
away my merry countenance and my cheerful spirit 
and a good conscience. . . . And* he that hath so 
many causes of joy, and so great, is very much in love 
with sorroMf. and peevishness who loses all these 
pleasures, and chooses to sit down on his little handful 
cf.thorns.” 
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“ When ii man has su^h things to think on, aiul sees 
the sun, the moon, «and stars, and enjoys earth and sea, 
ho is not solitary or even hc%)less/’ ^ 

“Paradise indeed might, as Luther said, “apply to 
the wliole w^rld.’* What more is there we could ask 
for ourselves ? “ Eveiy sort of beauty,” says Mr. Greg,^ 

“ has been lavished on our allotted home ; beauties to 
enrapture every sense, beauties to satisfy every taste ; 
forms the noblest and the loveliest, colours the most 
gorgeous aiid the most delicate, odours the sweetest 
and subtlest, hurnionies the most soothing a^id the 
most stirring : the sunny glories of the day ; the pale 
Elysian grace of moonlight ; the lake, the mountain, 
the ])! inieval forest, and the boundless ocean ; ‘ silent 
pinnacles of aged snow ’ in one hemisphere, the marvels 
of tropical luxnii’iance in another; the serenity of sun- 
sets ; the sublimity of storms ; everything is bestowed 
in boundless profusion on the scene of our existence ; 
we can* conceive or desire nothing more cxcpiisite or 
perfect than what is round us evoi y hour ; and our 
perceptions arc so framed as to he consciously alive to 
all. The provision made for onr sensuous enjoyment 
is in overflowing abundance ; so is that for the other; 
elements of our complex nature. A\dio that has revejled 
in the opening ecstasies of a young Imagination, or the 
rich marvels of the world of Thought, does not confess 
tliat the Intelligence has been dowered at least MUth as 
profuse a beiielicence as the Senses i Who that has 
truly tasted and fatliomed human Love in its dawning 
and crowning joys has not thanked God for a felicity 
which indeed ‘passeth understanding.' If we had set 
our fancy to pictu!*o a Croat oi* occupied solely in 
flevising delight for children whom he loved, we could 
not conceive one single clement of bliss wMch is not 
here/' 

^ Epictet us. ^ The Kniginas of Life, 

C 
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THE HAPPINESS OB’ DUTY* 


“ I am always content with that which liaupciis ; lor 1 think 
that wluit God chooses is belter than what 1 choose.” 

IJl'ICTK'irs. 

0 God, All conquering ! this lower cartli 
"Would be for men the blest abode of mirth 
If they were strong in Thee 
As other things of this world well are seen ; 

Oh then, far otlnu* than they yet have been, 

How happy would men be.” 

Ki.vcj Alfred’s ed. of Boethius’s 
Consdatioiis of Ph ilosophy, 


**We ought not to picture Duty to ourselves, or to others, 
as 'a stern taskmis tress. She is rather a kind and 
sympathetic mother, ever ready to shelter us from the 
cares and anxieties of this worid, and to guide us in the 
paths of peace. 

To shut oneself up from mankind is, in most cases, 
to lead a dull, as well as a selfish life. Our duty is to 
make ourselves useful, and thus life may 1)0 made most 
interesting, while yet comparatively free from anxiety. 

But how can we fill our lives with life, energy, and 
interest, and yet keep care outside ? 

' The substance of this was delivered at the Harris Institute, 
Preston.- 


IH 
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Many great men hav^ made shipwreck in the attempt. 
“ Anthony sought for happiness in love ; Brutus in 
glory ; Caesar in dominion 9 the first found disgrace, the 
• second disgust,. the last ingratitmle, and each destruc- 
tion.” ^ IWches, again, often bring danger, trouble, and 
temptation ; they require care to keep, though they 
may give mucli Lappiness if wisely spent. 

How then is this great object to be secured ? What, 
says Marcus Aurelius, “What is that which is able to 
conduct a man ? One thing and only one — philosophy. 
But this consists in keeping the daimoii - within a man 
free from violence and unhaniied, superior to pains and 
pleasures, doing nothing without a purpose, yet not 
falsely and with hy})ocrisy, not feeling the need of 
another man’s doing or not doing anything ; and besides, 
accepting all that happens, and all that is allotted, as 
coming from thence, wherever it is, fiom whence he 
himself came ; and, finally, waiting for death wi|b a 
cheeT-ful mind, as being nothing else than a dissolution 
of the elements of which every living l)eing is com- 
pounded.” I confess I do not feel the force of these 
last few words, which indeed scarcely seem requisite for 
his argument. The thought of death, however, certainl/ 
influences the conduct of life less than might have beSn 
expected. 

Bacon truly j joints out that “there is no passion in 
the mind of man so weak, but it mates and masters th6 
fear of death. . . . Kevengo triumphs over death, love 
slights it, honour aspireth to it, grief flieth to it.” 

“ Think not I dread to see luy sjnrit fly 
Through the dark gates of fell mortality ; 

Death has no terroi’s when the life is true ; 

’Tia living ill that makes us fear to die. ” ® 


1 Colton, Lacmi, or Many Things in Feiv 
i.c. spirit. ^ Omar Khayyam. 
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We need certainly have no s|.ich fear if we have done 
our best to make others good and happy ; to promote 
‘‘peace on earth and goodwill amongst men.’’ Nothing, 
again, can do more to release us from the cares of this 
world, which consume so much of our time, a^d embitter 
so much of our life. When we have done our best, we 
should Avait the result in peace ; content, as Epictetus 
says, “w*th that Avhich happens, for what God chooses 
is better than Avhat I choose.” 

At any rate, if we have not effected all Ave Avished, 
we shall have influenced ourselves. It may be true 
that one' cannot do much. “ You are not Hercules, and 
you are not able to purge a\A^ay the Avickedness of others ; 
nor yet are you Theseus, able to drive aAA^ay the evil 
things of Attica. But you may clear aAA^ay your OAvn. 
From yourself, from your own thoughts, cast aAvay, 
instead of Procrustes and Sciron,^ sadness, fear, desire, 
env]", malevolence, avarice, effeminacy, intemperance. 
But it is not possible to eject these things otherwise 
than by looking to God only, by fixing your affec- 
tions on Him only, by being consecrated by His 
commands.” ^ 

' Duty does not imply restraint. People sometimes 
tHnk how delightful it Avould be to be (piite free. But 
a fish,' as Ruskin says, is freer than a man, and as for a 
fly, it is “a black incarnation of freedom.” A life of 
so-called pleasure and self-indulgence is not a life of real 
happiness or true freedom. Far from it, if we once 
begin to give Avay to ourselves, Ave fall under a most 
intolerable tyranny. Other temptations are in some 
respects like that of drink. At first, perhaps, it seems 
delightful, but there is bitterness at ‘the bottom of the 
cup. Men drink to satisfy the desire created by previous 
indulgence. (vSo it is in other things. Repetition soon 
becomes a craving, not a pleasure. Resistance grows 
*• 1 Two robbers destroyed by Theseus. Epictetus. 
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more and more painful > yielding, which at first, perhaps, 
afforded some sliglit and temporary gratification, soon 
ceases to give pleasure, and%ven if for a time it procures 
relief, ore long ])ecomes odious itself. 

To resi^ is difhcult, to give way is torture ; until at 
length the wretched victim to himself, can only jmrchase, 
or thinks he can only jmrchase, temporary relief from 
intolerable craving and depression, at the expense of 
even greater suffering in the future. 

On the other hand, self-control, however difficult at 
first, becomes step by step easier and more dolightfuL 
We possess a sort of dual nature, and there are few truer 
triumphs than to obtain thorough command (^f oneself. 

How much pleasanter it is to ride a spirited horee, 
even perhaps though recpiiring some strength and skill, 
than to creep along upon a jaded hack. In the one 
case you feel under you the free, responsive spring of a 
living and willing force ; in the other you have to tpur 
a dulf ;ind lifeless slave. 

To be ruler of oneself, and have at any rate some time 
under our own control, is in reality the best Kingdom 
on Earth. “He who is his own monarch,’^ says Sir T.^ 
Browne, ** contentedly sways the sceptre of himself, not 
envying the glory to crowned heads and Elohim qt tne 
earth ; for those arc really highest who are nearest to 
heaven, and those are lowest who are farthest from it. 

True gi‘eatness has little, if anything, to do witK 
rank or power. ‘‘ Eurystheus being what he was,” says 
Epictetus, “ was not really king of Argos nor of Mycenae, 
for he could not even rule himself; while Hercules 
purged lawlessness and introduced justice, though he 
was both naked anti alone.” 

W e are told that Cineas the philosopher once asked 
Pyrrhus what ho would do w'hen he hild conquered 
Italy. I will conquer Sicily.” “ And after Sicily ? ” 
“ Then ‘Africa.” “ And after you have conquered fh% 
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world “I will tcako my ease find be merry/’ Then/’ 
asked Cineas, “ why c»aii you not take your ease and be 
meiry now ? 

Moreover, as Sir Arthur Helps has wisely pointed 
out, “the enlarged view we have of the Urd verse must 
in some measure damp personal ambition. What is 
it to be king, sheikh, tetrarch, or emperor over a ‘ bit 
of a bit ’ of this little parth 1 “ All rising to great 

place,” says Bacon, “is by a Avinding sUiir”; and “ princes 
are like heavenly bodies, which have much veneration, 
but no rest,” 

Plato in the RpiniUk mentions an old myth that 
after death every soul has to choose a lot in life for 
the existence in the next world ; and he tells ns that 
th*e wise Ulysses searched for a considerable time for 
the lot of a private man. He had some difficulty in 
finding it, as it was lying neglected in a corner, but 
when he had secured it he was delighted ; the re- 
collection of all he had gone through on earth, Saving 
disenchanted him of ambition. 

Moreover, there is a great deal of drudgery in the 
lives of courts. Ceremonials may be important, but 
they take up much time and are terri]>ly tedious. 

A man, then, is his own best kingdom. “ lie that 
ruleth his spirit,” says Solomon, “is better than he 
that taketh a city,” But self-control, this truest and 
’greatest monarchy, rarely comes by inheritance. Every 
one of us must conquer himself ; and we may do so, if 
we take conscience for our guide and general. 

No one really fails who does his best. Seneca 
observes that “no one saith the three hundred Fabii 
were defeated, but that they were’ slain,” and if you 
have done your best, you will, in the words of an old 
Norse ballad, have gained 

** Success iu thyself which is best of all.’* ^ 
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Being my«?elf enga^d in business, I was rather 
startled to find it Jaid down by no less an authority 
than Aristotle (almost as iit it were a self-evident pro- 
position) that commerce “is incompatible with that 
dignified lifh vdiich it is to be wished that our citizens 
should lead, and totally jidverse to that generous eleva- 
tion of mind with which it is our ambition to inspire 
them.” I know not how far that may really have been 
the spirit and tendency of commerce among the ancient 
Greeks ; but if so, I do not wonder that it was not 
more successful. 

I may, indeed, quote Aristotle against hinSself, for 
he has elsewliere told us that “business should be 
chosen for the sake of leisure ; and things necessary 
and useful for the sake of the beautiful in conduct.” * 

It is not true that the ordinary duties of life in a 
country like ours — agriculture, manufactures, and com- 
merce, — the pursuits to which the vast majority ®are 
and n!ust be devoted — are incompatible with the dignity 
or nobility of life. Whether a life is noble or ignoble 
depends, not on the calling which is adopted,, but on 
the spirit in which it is followed. The humblest life 
may be noble, while that of the most powerful monarch^ 
or the greatest genius may be contemptible. CofR- 
merce, indeed, is not only compatible, but I might go 
further and say that it will l>e most successful, if carried 
on in happy union with noble aims and generous aspira-* ' 
tions. What Kuskin says of art is, with due modifica- 
tion, true of life generally. It does not matter whether 
a man “ paint the petal of a rose or the chasms of a 
precipice, so that love and admiration attend on him as 
he labours, and wait for ever on his work. It does not 
matter whether he toil for months on a.iew inches of 
his canvas, or cover a palace front with coior in a day ; 
so ordy that it be with a solemn purpose, that lie have 
filled his heart with patience, or urged his hand to haste.” 
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It IS true that in a subseq^^ent volume he refers to 
this passage, and adds, “But though all is good for 
study, and all is beautiful, isome is better than the rest 
for the help and pleasure of others ; and this it is our 
duty always to choose if wc liave opportunky,” .adding, 
however, “ being quite happy with what is within our 
reach if we have not.’’ 

We read of and admire the heroes of old, but every 
one of us has to fight his own Marathon and Thermo- 
pylfe ; every one meets the Sphinx sitting by the rofid 
he has to pass ; to each of us, .as to Uercules, is offered 
the choice of Vice or Virtue ; we may, like Paris, give 
the apple of life to Venus, or Juno, or Minerva. 

There are many who seem to think that we have 
fadleri on .an .age in the world when life is especially 
difficult and anxious, when there is less leisure than of 
yore, and the struggle for existence is keener than 
ev^. 

On the other hand, we must remember how' much 
we have gained in security ! It may be an .age of hard 
work, but when this is not earned to an extreme, it is 
by no means an evil. If we h.ave less leisure, one 
‘ reason is because life is so full of interest. Cheer- 
fulness is the dcaughter of employment, and there 
nevel w^as a time when thought was freer, or 'when 
modest merit and patient industry were more sure of 
reward. 

We must not, indeed, be discouraged if success be 
slow in coming, nor puffed up if it comes quickly. We 
often complain of the nature of things, 'when the fault 
is re.ally in ourselves. Senec.a, in one of his letters, men- 
tions that his wife’s maid, Harpaste,' hiid nearly lost her 
eyesight, but “ she knoweth not she is blind, she saith 
the house i^ dark. This that seemeth ridiculous unto 
us in her, happeneth unto us all. No man under- 
standeth that he is covetous, or avaricious. He saith, 
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I am not ambitious, buj no man can otherwise live in 
Romo ; I am not sumptuous, but the city requireth 
great expense?” 

Newman, in perhaps the most beautiful of liis hymns, 
“Lead, kiiri^ly light,” says: 

“ Keep Tliou iny feet, I do not ask to see 
The distant scene ; one step cnoiigli for me.” 

But we must be sure that we are really following some 
trustworthy guide, and not out of mere laziness allow- 
ing ourselves to drift. We have a guide within us 
which will generally lea-d us straiglit enough. 

Religion, no doubt, is full of difficulties, but if we 
are often puzzled what to think,, wo need seldom bo in 
doubt wdiat to do. 

“ To say well is good, but to do well is bettor ; 

Do well is the spirit, and say W(dl the letter ; 
tif do well and say well were fitted in one franie, 

All were won, all were done, and got were all tlio gain.*' 

Cleanthes, who a])pcars to have well merited the 
stiituc erected to him at Assos, says : 

“ Lead mo, 0 Zeus, and thou, 0 Destiny, 

The way that 1 am bid by you to go : 

To follow 1 am ready. If I choose not, 

I make myself a wretch ; — ami still must follow.” 

If we are ever in doubt what to do, it is a good rule 
to ask ourselves what we sliall wish on the morrow that 
we had done. 

Moreover, the re*ult in the long run will depend not 
80 much on some single resolution, or on pur action in 
a special case, but rather on the preparatjjDii of daily 
life. Battles are often won before they are fought. 
To control our passions we must govern our habits, ayd 
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keep watch over ourselves in small details of every- 
day life. 

The importance of smallHhings has been pointed out 
by philosophers over and over again from JEsop down- 
wards. “Great without small makes a ba(^ wal 1/' says 
a quaint Greek proverb, w^hich seems to go back to 
Cyclopean times. In an old Hindoo story Ammi says 
to his son, “ Bring me a fruit of that tree and break it 
open. What is there ? The son said, “ Some small 
seeds. “Break one of them and w^hat do you see?” 
“Nothipg, my lord.” “My child,” said Ammi, “where 
you see nothing there dwells a mighty tree.” It rniiy 
almost b^. questioned w^hether anything can be truly 
called small. 

There is no great and no small 
To the soul that niakcth all ; 

And where it cometh all things are, 

And it comet h everywlicro.” ^ 

We should therefore watch ourselves in small *uhings. 
If “ you wish not to be of an angry temper, do not feed 
the habit : thrown nothing on it wdiich will increase it : 
at first keep quiet, and count the days on wliich 3 "ou 
have not been angry. I used to be in a passion every 
Say ^ now every second day ; then every third ; then 
every fourth. But if you have intermitted thirty days, 
make a sacrifice to God. For the habit at first begins 
’ to be weakened, and then is completely de.stroyed. 
When you can say, ‘ I have not been vexed to day, nor 
the day before, nor yet on any succeeding day during 
two or three months ; but I took care w^hen some excit- 
ing things happened,' be assured that you arc in a good 

way.” 2 

Emerson closes his Comluct of Life with a striking* 
allegory, die young Mortal enters the Hall of the 
Firmament. The Gods are sitting there, and he is alone 

^ Emerson, Epictetus, 
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with them. They pour ©n him gifts and blessings, and 
beckon him to their thrones. But between him and 
them suddenly appear sno#-storms of illusions. Hef 
imagines himself in a vast crowd, whose behests he 
fancies he liJust obey. The mad crowd drives hither 
and thither, and sways this way and that What is 
he that he should resist? He lets himself be carried 
about. How can he think or act for himself ? But 
the clouds lift, and there arc the Gods still sitting on 
their thrones ; they alone with him alone. 

“The great man/’ he elsewhere says, “is he^who in 
the midst of the crouvi keeps with perfect sweetness 
the serenity of solitude.'^ 

We may all, indeed, if we will, secure peace of mind 
for ourselves. 

“Men seek retreats,” says Marcus Aurelius, “houses 
in the countiy, sea-shores, and mountains ; and thou 
too art wont to desire such things very much. But this 
is altogether a mark of the most common sort of men ; 
for it is in thy power whenever thou shalt choose, to 
retire into thyself. P\)r nowdiere either with more 
quiet or more freedom fr<»m tiouble does a man retire, 
than into his own soul,* particularly when he has withij 
him such thoughts that by looking into them hjo is 
immediately in perfect tranquillity.” 

Ha])py indeed is lie who has such a sanctuary in his 
owui soul. “ He who is virtuous is wise ; and he who 
is wise is gf>od ; and lie who is good is happy.” ^ 

But we cannot expect to be bapjiy if we do not lead 
pure and useful lives. To be goocl company for our- 
selves we must store our minds well ; fill them with 
pure and peaceful tlioughts ; wdth pleasant memories of 
the past, and reasonable hopes for the future. We 
must, as far as may be, protect ourselvel from self- 
reproach, from care, and from anxiety. We shall make 
1 King Alfred’s JjoetMtis, 
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our lives pure and peaceful, hy resisting evil, by plac- 
ing restraint upon our appetites, and perhaps even more 
*by strengthening and developing our tendencies to good. 
We must be careful, then, on what we allow our minds 
to dwell. The soul is dyed by its thoughtS ; wo cannot 
keep our minds pure if we allow them to be sullied by 
detailed accounts of crime and sin. Peace of mind, as 
Kuskin beautifully observes, “must come in its own 
time, as the waters settle themselves into clearness as 
well as quietness ; you can no more filter your mind 
into parity than you can compress it into calmness ; 
you must keep it pure if you would have it pure, and 
throw ng stones into it if you would have it quiet.” 

The penalty of injustice, said Socrates, is not death 
or stripes but the fatal nece.ssity of 1 becoming more and 
more unjust. Few men liave led a wiser or more 
virtuous life than Socrates himself, of whom Xenophon 
gires us the following description : — “ To me, being 
such as I have describe<l him, so pious that *hc did 
nothing without the sanction of the gods ; so just, that 
he wronged no man even in the most trifling afiair, but 
was of service in the most imjwrtant matters to those 
who enjoyed his society ; so tetnperatc that he never 
preferred pleasure to virtue ; so wise, that he never erred 
in distinguishing better from worse ; needing no counsel 
f?‘om others, Imt being sufficient in himself to discriminate 
between them ; so able to explain and settle such 
questions by argument; and so capable of discerning 
the character of others, of confuting those who were in 
error, and of exhorting them to virtue and honour, be 
seemed to be such as the best and happiest of men would 
be. But if any one disapproves of my opinion let him 
compare the conduct of others with that of Socrates, 
and determine accordingly.” 

Marcus Aurelius again has drawn for us a most in- 
structive lesson in his character of Antoninus : — 
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“Remember his constancy in every act which was 
conformable to. reason, his evenness in all things, his 
piety, the serenity of his countenance, his sweetness, 
his disregard of empty fame, and his effbi'ts to under- 
stand thingSi^ how he would never let anything pass 
without having first most carefully examined it and 
clearly understood it ; how he })ore with those who 
blamed liim unjustly without bhmiing tln^m in return ; 
how he did nothing in a hurry ; how he listened not to 
calumnies, and how exact an examiner of manners and 
actions he was ; not given to reproach people, nor timid, 
nor suspicious, nor a sophist; with how little lie was 
satisfieil, such as lodging, bed, dress, food, servants ; how 
laborious and patient; how sparing he was in Bis diet ; 
his firmness and uniformity in his friendships ; how he 
tolerated freedom of s[)eech in tliose who ojyposed his 
opini(ins ; the pleasure that he had when any man 
showed him anything better ; and how pious he \^is 
without superstition. Imitate all this that thou mayest 
have as good a conscience, when thy last hour comes, 
as he had.’’ 

Such peace of mind is indeed an inestimable boon, 
a rich reward of duty fulfilled. AVoll then does 
Ej)ictetus ask, “ Is there no nnvard ? Do you seek if 
1‘eward greater than that of doing what is good *and 
just ] At Olympia you wish for nothing more, but it 
seems to you enough to be crowned at the games. Does 
it then seem to you so small and worthleSvS a thing to 
be good and happy ] ” 

In Bernard of iMorhiix’s beautiful lines — 

Pax erit ilia bcata 

Irrevocabilis, Invariabilis, Intfincrata. 

I'ax sine oriinino, j>ax sine turbine, pax sine rixa, 

Meta Lalioribus, iiHjue liuiuillilms anebora fma ; 

Pax erit omnibus uiiica. Sed quil)us ? Iinmaeulatis 
Pectore mitibiis, ordiiie stantibus, ore sacratis.*’ 
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What gi'eater reward can wc have than this ; than 
the “peace which passeth all understanding/’ which 
“ cannot be gotten for ^>ld, neither shall silver be 
weighed for the price thereof.” ^ 

1 Job. 



CHAPTEK III 

A SONU OF UOOKS* 

Oh for a hooko and a «hadie nooke, 

Eytlu'i* ill doure or out ; 

Witli the greue leaves whispering overlieu<l 
Or the stieetc cryos all al)out. 

Where I niaie reade all at niy ease, 

Uoth of the new(*. and old ; 

For a jollie goode hooke whereon to looke, 

Is better to me than golde.” 

Old Entjlish Song, 

Op all the privileges tve 1*11 joy in this nineteenth century 
therxi is none, |Kirhaps, for which we ought to be more 
thankful than for the easier access to books. 

The debt we owe to books was well exjjressed J^y 
Uichard (le FUuy, Rishoj) of Durham, author of J^hilo- 
hilltm, written as long ago as D344, published in 1473, 
and the earliest English treatise on the delights of, 
literature: — “Tliese,’' he says, “are the masters who 
instruct us wdthout rods and f(*rules, without hard 
words and anger, without clothes or money. If you 
aj)|>roach them, they arc not asleep ; if investigating 
you interrogate t^jem, they conceal nothing; if you 
mistake them, they never grumble ; if y(m are ignorant, 
they cannot laugh at you. The library, therefore, of 
wisdom is more precious than all riches, '^and nothing 
' Delivered at the Working Men’s College. 
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that can be wished for is worthy to be compared wdth 
it. Whosoever therefore acknowledges himself to be a 
zealous follower of truth, happiness, of wisdom, of 
science, or even of the faith, must of necessity make 
himself a lover of books.’’ But if the debUwere great 
then, how much more now. 

This feeling that books are real friends is constantly 
present to all who love reading. I have friends,” said 
Petrarch, “ whose socieU^ is extreriiel}?^ agreeable to me ; 
they are of all ages, ami of every country. They have 
distinguished themselves both in the cabinet and in the 
field, and obtained high honours for their knowledge of 
the sciences. It is easy to gain access to them, for they 
are always at m}?' service, and I admit them to my 
company, and dismiss them from it, wdienever I please. 
They are never troublesome, but immediately answer 
every question I ask them. Some relate to me the 
events of past ages, wdiilc dthers reveal to me the secrets 
of Nature. Some teach me how to live, and others 
how to (lie. Some, by their vivacity, drive away my 
cares and exhilarate my sj)irits ; while others give 
fortitude to my mind, and teach me the important 
'^essori how to restrain my desires, and to depend wdiolly 
OF myself. They open to mo, in short, the various 
avenues of all the arts and sciences, and ujxm their 
information I may safely rely in all emergencies. In 
return for all their services, they only ask me to 
accommodate them with a convenient chamber in some 
corner of my humble habitation, wdiere they may repose 
in peace ; for these friends are more delighted by the 
trarupiillity of retirement than with the tumults of 
society.” 

“11c that loveth a book,” says Tsajxc Barrow^, “will 
never want a faithful friend, a wholesome counsellor, a 
cheerful companion, an effectual comfoiter. By study, 
by reading, by thinking, one may innocently divert and 
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pleasantly entertain hiipself, as in all weathers, so in all 
fortunes.” 

Southey took a rather irore melancholy view : 

My days among the dead are pass’d, 

Around me I behold, ' 

Where'er these casual eyes are cast, 

The mighty minds of old ; 

My never-failing friends are they, 

With whom I converse day by day.” 

Imagine, in the words of Aikin, “ that we h^wl it in our 
power to call up the shades of the greatest aifd wisest 
men that ever existed, and oblige them to converse 
with us on the most interesting topics— hat an 
inestimable privilege should we think it ! — how superior 
to all common enjoyments ! But in a well-furnished 
library we, in fact, possess this power. We can 
question Xenophon and Cjes«ar on their campaigns, 
makeoDemosthenes and Cicero plead before us, join in 
the aiuliences of Socrates and Plato, and receive 
demonstrations from Euclid and Newton. In books we 
have the choicest thoughts of the ablest men in their 
best dress.” 

‘‘Books,” says Jeremy Collier, “are a guide %i 
youth and an entertainment for age. They suppRrt us 
under solitude, and keep us from being a burthen to 
ourselves. They help us to forget the crossness of men 
and things ; compose our cares and our passions ; and 
lay our disappointments asleep. When we are weary 
of the living, we may rejmr to the dead, who have 
nothing of peevishness, pride, or design in their con- 
versation.” 

Sir John Herschel tells an amusing anecdote 
illustrating the pleasure derived from ^ book, not 
assuredly of the first order. In a certain village the 
blacksmith having got hold of Richardson’s novel, 

D 
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PaiTiela, or Firtm Ilcwarded^ usc^ to sit on his anvil in 
the long summer evenings and read it aloud to a large 
and attentive audience. is by no moans a short 
book, but they fairly listened to it all. At length, 
when the happy turn of fortune arrived, which brings 
the hero and heroine together, and sets them living 
long and happily together according to the most 
approved rules, the congregation were so delighted as to 
raise a great shout, and procuring the church keys, 
actually set the parish bells a-ringing. 

“The lover of reading,’’ says Leigh Hunt, “will 
derive agreeable terror from Sir Bertram and the 
Haunted Chamber ; will assent with delighted reason to 
every sentence in Mrs. BarlaukVs Essay ; will feel him- 
self wandering into solitudes with Gray ; shake honest 
hands with Sir lior/er de Gorerley ; be ready to embrace 
Parson AdamSy and to chuck Pounce out of the window 
instgad of the hat ; will travel with Marco Polo and 
Mungo Park ; stay at home wnth Thomson ; retire^ with 
Cowley ; be industrious with Hutton ; sympathising with 
Gay and Mrs. Inchhald ; laughing with (and at) Buncle ; 
melancholy, and forlorn, and self-restored with the ship- 
wrecked mariner of Jk FoeC^ 

« Carlyle has wisely said that a collection of books is 
a reaPumiversity. 

Tlie importance of books has been appreciated in 
*many quarters where w^e might least expect it. Among 
the hardy Norsemen runes were supposed to be endowed 
with miraculous power. There is an Arabic proverb, 
that “a wise man’s day is worth a fool’s life,** and 
Another — though it reflects perhaps rather the spirit of 
the Califs than of the Sultans, — that “ the ink of science 
is more precious than the blood of the maityrs.” 

Confucius is said to have described himself as a 
man who “in his eager pursuit of knowledge forgot 
his food, who in the joy of its attainment forgot his 
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Of^p. in 

sorrows, arid did not ^ven perceive that old age was 
coming on.” 

Yet, if this could be f^iid by the Arabs and the 
Chinese, what language can be strong enough to express 
the gratitude we ought to feel for the advantages we 
enjoy ! We do not appreciate, I think, our good 
fortune in belonging to the nineteenth century. Some- 
times, indeed, one ma}’ even be inclined to wish that 
one had not lived (piite so soon, and to long for a 
glimpse of the books, even the school-books, of one 
hundred years hence. Even a century ago not only 
were books extremely expensive and cumb]ft)us, but 
many of the most delightful were still uncreated — such 
as the w'orks of Scott, Thackeray, Dickens, Shelley, and 
Byron, not to mention living tauthors. How much 
more interesting science has become especially, if I 
were to mention only one name, through the genius of 
Darwin ! Renan has characterised this as a' most 
amusing century ; I should rather have described it as 
most interesting : presenting us as it does with an 
endless vistA of absorbing problems ; with infinite 
opportunities ; with more interest and less danger than« 
surrounded our less fortunate ancestors. 

Cicero described a room without books, as a bady 
without a soul. But it is not necessary to* be a 
philosopher to love reading. 

Reading, indeed, is b}^ no means necessarily study.* 
Far from it. ** I put,” says Mr. Ei-ederic Harrison, in 
his excellent article on tlie “Choice of Books,” “I put 
the poetic aud emotional side of literature as the most 
needed for daily use.” 

In the prologfte to the Legem^c of Goode Wanieiu 
Chaucer says : 

“And as for me, though that I konne l«it lyte, 

On hokes for to rede I me dolyte, 

And to him give I feyth aud ful credence, 
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And ill inyn lierte have him in reverence, 

So hertely, that ther is gaAo noon, 

That fro my bokes inaketh me to goon, 

But yt be seldome on^he lioly day, 

Save, cei-tynly, when that the montlie of May 
Is comen, and that I here the foules syn^. 

And that the floures gynnen for to sprynge, 

Farvvel my boke and my devocion." 

But I doubt whether, if he had enjoyed our 
advantages, he could haVe been so certain of tearing 
himself away, even in the month of May. 

Macaulay, who had all that wealth and fame, rank 
and talents could give, yet, we are told, derived his 
greatest happiness from books. Sir G. Trevelyan, in 
his charming biography, says that — “of the feelings 
which Macaulay entertained towards the great minds of 
bygone ages it is not for any one except himself to 
speak. He has told us how his debt to them was in- 
calculable ; how they guided him to truth ; how. they 
filled his mind with noble and graceful images; how 
they stood by him in all vicissitudes — comforters in 
sorrow, nurses in sickness, companions in solitude, the 
CjM friends who are never seen with new faces ; who 
arA the same in wealth and in poverty, in glory and in 
obscurity. Great as were the honours and possessions 
which Macaulay acquired by his pen, all who knew him 
Mwere well awwe that the titles and rewards which he 
gained by his own works were as nolhing in the balance 
compared with the pleasure he derived from the works 
of others.'* 

There was no society in London so agreeable that 
Macaulay would have preferred it c.t breakfast or at 
dinner “ to the company of Sterne or Fielding, Horace 
Walpole or Boswell.” The love of reading which 
Gibbon declared he would not exchange for all the 
treasures of India was, in fact, with Macaulay “a 
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main element, of happincfts in one of the happiest lives 
that it has ever fallen to the lot of the biographer to 
record.” 

“History^” says Fuller, “maketh a young man to be 
old without either wrinkles or grey hair, privileging 
him with the experience of age without either the 
infirmities or the inconveniences thereof.” 

So delightful indeed are books that we must be 
careful not to forget other duties for them ; in culti- 
vating the mind we must not neglect the body. 

To the lover of literature or science, exercite often 
presents itself as an irksome duty, and many a one has 
felt like “the fair pupil of Ascham (Lady Jafle Grey), 
who, while the horns were sounding and dogs in full 
cry, sat in the lonely oriel, with eyes riveted to that 
immortal page which tells how meekly and bravely 
(Socrates) the first martyr of intellectual liberty took 
the cup from his weeping jailer.” ^ 

Still, ns the late Lord Derby justly observed, ^ those 
who do not find time for exercise will have to find 
time for illness. 

Looks, again, are now so cheap as to be within the 
reach of almost every one. This was not always so. 
is quite a recent blessing. Mr. Ireland, to whose 
charming little Book hwefs Enrkiridivn, in common 
with every lover of reading, I am greatly indebted, 
tells us that when a boy he was so delighted with 
White’s Natural History of Selborur^ that in order to 
possess a. copy of his own he .actually copied out the 
wliole work. 

Mary Lamb gives pathetic description of a studious 
boy lingering at a bookstall : 

‘ ‘ I saw a boy w'ith eager eye 
Open a !)ook upon a .stall, 

Macaulay.' Address, Liverpool College, 1873. 
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And read, as he’d devour it all ; < 

Which, when the shill man did espy, 

Soon to the hoy I heard hir#call, 

‘ You, sir, you never Imy^ a book, 

Therefore in one you shall not look.' 

The boy jmssed slowly on, and with a sigh 
He wished lie never had been taught to read, 

Then of the old churl’s books he should have had no need." 

Such snatches of literature have, indeed, a special 
and peculiar charm. This is, I believe, partly due to 
the very fact of their being brief. Many readers miss 
much of the pleasure of reading by forcing themselves 
to dwell •too long continuously on one subject. In a 
long railway journey, for instance, many j)ersons take 
only a single book. The consequence is that, unless it 
is a story, after half an hour or an hour they are quite 
tired of it. Whereas, if they had two, or still better 
thfee books, on different .subjects, and one of them of 
an amusing character, they would probably find, that, 
by changing as soon as they felt at all weary, they 
would come back again and again to each with re- 
newed zest, and hour after hour would pass pleasantly 
^^way. Every one, of course, must judge for himself, 
but ^uch at least is my experience. 

I quite agree, therefore, with Lord Iddesleigh as to 
the charm of desultory reading, Imt the wider the field 
the more important that we should benefit by the very 
best books in each class. Not that we need confine 
ourselves to them, but that wc should commence with 
them, and they will certainly lead us on to others. 
There are of course some l)Ooks ydiich we must read, 
mark, learn, and inwardly digest. But these are 
exceptions. As regards by far the larger number, 
it is probaloly better to read them quickly, dwelling 
only on the best and most important passages. In this 
way, no doubt, we shall lose much, but we gain more 
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by ranging over a wijor field. Wc may, in fact, I 
think, apply to reading Lord Brougham^s wise dictum 
as regards education, and%iy that it is well to read 
everything of something, and something of everything. 
In this wa/ only we can ascertain the bent of our own 
tastes, for it is a general, though not of course an 
invariable, rule, that we profit little by books which we 
do not enjoy. 

Every one, however, may suit himself. The variety 
is endless. 

Not only does a library contain “infinite riches in a 
little room,” ^ Imt we may sit at home and yet })e in all 
quarters of the earth. Wo may travel round the 
world with Captivin Cook or Darwin, with Kingsley or 
Buskin, who will show us much more perhaps than 
ever we should see for ourselves. The world itself has 
no limits for us ; Humboldt and Herschel will carry us 
far away to the mysterious nebuhe, beyond the sun^and 
oven ‘the stars : time has no more bounds than space ; 
history stretches out behind us, and geology will carry 
us back for millions of years before the creation of man, 
even to the origin of the material I"ni verse itself. Nor 
are we limited to one plane of thought. Aristotle an(T 
Plato will transport qs into a sphere none the ffiss 
delightful because we cannot appreciate it without 
some training. 

Comfort and consolation, peace and happiness, niay^ 
indeed be found in his lilirary by any one “ who shall 
bring the golden key that unlocks its silent door.^’ ^ 
A library is true fairyland, a very palace of delight, a 
haven of repose from the storms and troubles of the 
world. Eich and •poor can enjoy it alike, for here, at 
least, wealth gives no advantage. Wo may make a 
library, if we do but rightly use it, a very pai*adise on 
earth, a garden of Eden without its one drawback; for 
^ Marlowe. - Matthews. 
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all is open to us, including, and# especially, the fruit of 
the Tree of Knowledge, for ivhich we are told that our 
first Mother sacrificed all •the Pleasures of Paradise. 
Here we may read the most important histories, the 
most exciting volumes of travels and adventures, the 
most interesting stories, the most beautiful poems ; we 
may meet the most eminent statesmen, })oets, and 
philosophers, benefit by the ideas of the greatest 
thinkers, and enjoy the grandest creations of human 
genius. 
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‘All round the room my silent servants wait — 

My IVieuds in every season, bright and dim, 
Angels and Scrajdiim 

Come down and murmur to me, sweet and low, 
And spirits of the skies all come and go 
Early and Lato.” 

Proctor. 


And yet too often they wait in vain. One reason for 
this is, I think, that people are overwhclmeil by the 
crowd of books ofiered to them. 

In old days ])ooks were rare and dear. Now on the 
contrary, it may be said with greater truth than evdl* 
that 

“ Words are things, and a small drop of ink, 

Falling like dew upon a thought, produces 

That whicli mak(!S thousands, perhaps millions, think.’’ - 

Our ancestors had gi’eat difficulty in procuring books. 
Ours now is what to select. We must be careful what 
wo read, and not, like the sailors of Ulysses, take bags 
of wind for sacks of treasure — not only lest we should 
even now fall into the error of the Greeks, ^nd suppose 
that language and definitions can be instruments of 

' Deliveafed at the liondou Working Men’s College. - Byron. 
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investigation as well as of thought, ))iit lest, as too 
often happens, we should waste time o\’er trasli. There 
are, indeed, books and l)#oks ; and there are books 
which, as Lamb said, are not books at all. Inhere are 
many books to which one may apply, in •the sarcastic 
sense, the ambiguous remark which Lord Beaconsfield 
made to an unfortunate author, “I will lose no time in 
reading your book/’ Others are more than useless, 
and poison the mind with suggestions of evil. Few 
perhaps realise how much the happiness of life, and 
the formation of character, depend on a wise selection 
of booffs we read. 

Man}^ I believe, are deterred from attempting what 
are called stiff books for fear they should not under- 
stand them ; but there are few ’vvho need complain of 
the narrowness of their minds, if only they would do 
their best with them. 

^In reading, however, it is most important to select 
subjects in which one is interested. I remember years 
ago consulting Mr. Darwin as to the selection of a 
course of study. He asked me what interested me 
most, and advised me to choose that subject. This, 
indeed, applies to the work of life generally. 

^ I am sometimes disposed to tliink that the great 
readers of the next geneiation will be, not our lawyers 
and doctors, shopkeepers and manufacturers, but the 
labourers and mechanics. Does not this seem natural 1 
The former work mainly with their head ; when their 
daily duties are over the brain is often exhausted, and 
of their leisure time much must be devoted to air and 
exercise. The labourer and mechanic, on the contrary, 
besides working often for much slAjrter hours, have in 
their work time taken sufficient bodily exercise, and 
could therofore give any leisure they might have to 
reading and study. They have not done so as yet, it 
is true ; but this has been for obvious reasons. Now, 
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however, in the first jiacc, they receive an excellent 
education in elcmentiiry schools, and in the second 
have more easy access to th^ host books. 

Kuskin has observed that he is not surprised at 
what men liiffer, but he often wonders at what they 
lose. We suffer much, no doubt, from the faults of 
others, but we lose much more by our own ignorance. 

‘‘If,” says Sir John Herschel, “I were to pray for 
a taste which should stand me in stead under every 
variety of circumsUinces, and be a source of happiness 
and cheerfulness to me through life, and a shield 
against its ills, however things might go amiss and the 
world frown upon me, it w^ould be a taste ftjr reading. 
I speak of it of course only as a worldly advantage, 
and not in the slightest degree as superseding or 
derogating from the higher oilice and surer and 
stronger panoply of religious principles — but as a taste, 
an instrument, and a mode of pleasurable gratifica^on. 
Give a man this taste, and the means of gratifying it, 
and you can hardly fail of making a happy man, unless, 
indeed, you put into his hands a most perverse selection 
of books.” 

It is one thing to own a library ; it is quite anothef 
to use it wisely. I have often been astonished hSw 
little care people devote to the selection of what they 
read. Books, w’e know, are almost innumerable ; our 
hours for reading are, alas, very few. And yet many 
people read almost by hazard. They will take any 
book they chanc<i to find in a room at a friend’s house ; 
they will buy a novel at a railway-stall if it has an^ 
attractive title ; indeed, I believe in some cases even 
the binding affects their choice. The selection is, no 
doubt, far from easy. I have often wished some one 
would recommend a list of a hundred go%d Imks. If 
we had such lists tlrawn up by a few good guides they 
would be most useful. I have indeed sometimes hearjJ 
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it said that in reading every mo must choose for him- 
self, but this reminds me of the recommendation not 
to go into the water till yoft can swim. 

In the absence of such lists I have picked out the 
books most frequently mentioned with Approval by 
those who have referred directly or indirectly to the 
pleasure of reading, and have ventured to include some 
which, though less frequently mentioned, are especial 
favourites of my own. Every one who looks at the 
list will wish to suggest other books, as indeed I should 
myself, but in that case the number would soon run up.^ 

I have abstained, for obvious reasons, from mention- 
ing works by living authors, though from many of 
them I have myself derived the keenest enjoyment; 
and I have omitted works on science, with one or two 
exceptions, because the subject is so progressive. 

I feel that the attempt is over bold, and I must beg 
for indulgence, while hoping for criticism ; indeed, one 
object which I have had in view is to stimulate others 
more competent than I am to give us the advantage 
of their opinions. 

Moreover, I must repeat that I suggest these works 
father as those which, as far as I have seen, have been 
must frequently recommended, than as suggestions of 
my own, though I have slipped in a few of my own 
special favourites. 

In any such selection much weight should, I think, 
be attached to the general verdict of mankind. There 
is a “struggle for existence” and a “survival of the 
fittest” among books, as well as among animals and 
plants. As Alonzo of Aragon said, “ Age is a recom- 
mendation in four things — old w^ood to burn, old wine 

^ Several longer lists have 'been given ; for irintance, by Comte, 
Catechism of Positive Philosojihy ; Pycroft, Course of Euylish Read- 
ing ; Baldwin, The Book Lover ; Perkins, The Best Heading ; and by 
/’•eland, Books for (Jenerat Headers. 
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to drink, old friends Jo trust, and old books to 
read.” Still, tliis cannot be accepted without important 
qualificfitions. The most recent books of history and 
science contain, or ought to contain, the most accurate 
information .«,nd the most trustworthy conclusions. 
Moreover, while the books of other races and times 
have an interest from their very distance, it must be 
admitted that many will still more enjoy, and feel 
more at home with, those of our own century and 
people. 

Yet the oldest books of the world are remarkable 
and interesting on account of their very age ; fnd the 
works which have intluenced the opinions, or charmed 
the leisure hours, of millions of men in distant times 
and far-away regions are well w^orth reading on that 
very account, even if to us they seem scarcely to 
deserve their reputation. It is true that to many, such 
works arc accessible only in translations; but tra§8- 
lations,# though they can never perhaps do justice to 
the original, may yet be admirable in themselves. The 
Bible itself, which must stand first in the list, is a con- 
clusive case. 

At the head of all non-Christian moralists, I must 
place the writings of Epictetus, of Marcus Aureliu^ 
and of Seneca, certainly three of the noblest w’orks in 
the whole of literature ; and which, moreover, have 
been admirably translated. The Analects of Confucius 
w'ill, 1 believe, prove disappointing to most English 
readers, but the effect it has produced on the most 
numerous race of men constitutes in itself a peculiar 
interest. The Ethics of Aristotle, pcrha})s, appear to 
some disadvantage fPom the very fact that they have 
so profoundly influenced our views of morality. The 
Koran, like the Analects of Confucius, wilUto most of 
us derive its principal interest from the effect it has 
exercised, and still exercises, on so many millions of 
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our fellow-men. I doubt whether in any other respect 
it will seem to repay perusal, and to most persons 
probably certain extracts^ not too numerous, would 
appear sufficient. 

The writings of the Apostolic FatheF 3 ha\'e ])een 
collected in one volume by Wake. It is but a small 
one, and though I must humbly confess that I was 
disappointed, they are perhaps all the more curious 
from the contrast they afford to those of the Apostles 
themselves. Of the later Fathers I have included only 
the Confesmns of St. Augustine, which Dr. Pusoy 
selected for the commencement of the Lihranj of the 
Fathers, and which, as he observes, haA^e “ been translated 
again and again into almost every European language, 
and in all loved ” ; though Luther was of opinion that 
St. Augustine “ wrote nothing to the purpose concerning 
faith.” But then Luther was no great admirer of the 
Fj?ithers, St. Jerome, he says, “\vrites, alas, very 
coldly ” ; Chrysostom “ digresses from the chief points ” ; 
St. Jerome is ‘‘very poor” ; and in fact, he says, “ the 
more I read the books of the Fathers the more I find 
myself offended ” ; while Kenan, in his interesting 
autobiography, compared theology to a Gothic Cathedral, 
“elle a la grandeur, les vides immenses, et le peu de 
soliditA” 

Among other devotional works most frequently 
recommended are Thomas h Kempis’s Imitation of Christ, 
PascaTs Pensfle.% Spinoza’s Trad at us Theolor/icoPoliticus, 
Butler’s Analogy of FeUgion, Jeremy Taylor’s Holy 
Living and Hying, Bunyan’s PilgrMs Progress, and last, 
not least, Keble’s beautiful Christian Year, 

Aristotle and Plato stand at the head of another 
class. The Politics of Aristotle, and Plato’s Dialogues, 
if not theitwhole, at any rate the Pha'do, the Apology, 
and the EepuUic, will be of course read by all who wish 
10 know anything of the history of huroau thought^ 
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though I am heretical enough to doubt whether the 
latter repays the minute and laborious study often 
devoted to it. 

Aristotle being the father, if not the creator, of the 
modern scientific method, it has followed naturally — 
indeed, almost inevitably — that his principles have 
become part of our very intellectual being, so that they 
seem now almost self-evident while his actual observa- 
tions, though very remarkable — as, for instance, when 
he observes that bees on one journey confine themselves 
to one kind of flower — still have been in many cases 
superseded by others, carried on under more favourable 
conditions. We must not be ungrateful to the great 
master, because his own lessons have taught its how to 
advance. 

Plato, on the other hand, I say so with all respect, 
seems to me in some cases to play on words: his 
arguments arc very able, very philosophical, often v^y 
noble ;♦ but not always conclusive ; in a language 
differently constructed they might sometimes tell in 
exactly the opposite sense. If his method has proved 
less fruitful, if in metaphysics we have made but little 
advance, that very fact in one point of view leaves the 
Dialog ues of Socrates as instructive now as ever they 
were ; the problems with which they deal will ahfays 
rouse our interest, while the calm and lofty spirit which 
inspires them must command our admiration. Of the 
Apologif and the riavdo especially it would be impossible 
to speak too gratefully. 

1 would also mention Demosthenes’s Dc Coroudy 
which Lord Brougham pronounced the greatest oration 
of the greatest of orators ; Lucretius, Plutarch’s Lives, 
Horace, and at least the De Officiis, De Amicitul^ and Dr 
Senectuk of Cicero. 

The great epics of the world have always constituted 
one of the most popular branches of literature. Yet 
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how few, comparatively, evej read Homer or Virgil 
after leaving school. 

The Nibelmgenliedy 0H4' great Anglo-Saxon epic, is 
perhaps too much neglected, no doubt on account of its 
painful character. Hrunliild and Krieniiiild, indeed, 
are far from perfect, but we meet with few such “ live ” 
women in Greek or Koman literature. Nor must I 
omit to mention Sir T. Malory’s Mmie d' Arthur, though 
I confess I do so mainly in deference to the judgment 
of others. 

Among the Greek tragedians I include zEschyliis, if 
not alb his works, at any rate Proiuethena, perhaps the 
subliinest poem in Greek literature, and the Trilogy 
(Mr. Syrftonds in his Greek Poets speaks of the “ unrivalled 
majesty ” of the Agaimoinon, and Mark Pattison con- 
sidered it “ the grandest work of creative genius in the 
whole range of literature ”) ; or, as Sir M. E. Grant 
Djjff recommends, the Persm ; Sophocles {(Edipus 
Tynmnius)^ Euripides {Medea), and Aristophanes (The 
Knights and Clouds ) ; unfortunately, as Schlegel says, 
probably even the greatest scholar does not understainl 
half his jokes; and I think most readers will prefer 
our own poets. 

I should like, moreover, to say a word for Eastern 
poefrry, such as portions of the Moha Bhurata and 
Barmycma (too long probably to be road through, })ut 
of which Talboys Wheeler has given a most interesting 
epitome in the first two volumes of his History of India ) ; 
the Shah-Nameh, the work of the greiit Persian poet 
Firdusi ; Kalidasa’s Sakuntala, and the Sheking, the 
classical collection of ancient Cliinese odes. Many I 
know, will think I ought to have included Omar 
Khayyam. 

In hist(jry we are beginning to feel that the vices 
and vicissitudes of kings and queens, and the dates of 
battles and wars, are far less important than the 
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development of human thought, the progress of art, of 
science, and of law, and the subject is on that very 
account even more interesting than ever. I will, how- 
ever, only mention, and that rather from a literary than 
a liistorical ^oint of view, Herodotus, Xenophon (the 
jinahasis), Thuej^dides, and Tacitus {Gcrrtianut) ; and of 
modei'n historians. Gibbon’s Decline and Fall (“ the 
splendid biidge fi*om the old world to the new ”), 
Humci’s Jiidovff af Fn(/lund, Carlyle’s French Revolution^ 
G rote’s llidory of Greece^ and Green’s Short llidory of the 
English Pet) pie. 

Science is so rapidly progressive that, though to many 
minds it is the most fruitful and interesting jubject of 
all, I cannot here rest on that agreement which, rather 
than my own opinion, I take as the basis of my list. 
I will therefore only mention Ikicon’s Novum Organwn^ 
Mill’s Logii\ and Darwin’s Origin of Sjiccies; in I'olitical 
Economy, which some of our rulers do not now 
sufficiently value. Mill, and parts of Smith’s IFeuUh of 
Nationr^ for prol>ably those who do not intend to make 
a special study of political economy would scarcely read 
the whole. 

Among voyages and travels, perhaps those most 
frecjuently suggested are Cook’s Voyages, lIumbold?s 
Travels, and Darwin’s Naturalist's Journal ; though I 
confess 1 should like to have added many more. 

Mr. Bl ight not long ago specially recommended the 
less known American poets, but he probably assumed 
that every one would have read Shakcsj)eare, Milton 
(Paradise Lost, Lycidas, Comus, and minor poems), 
Chaucer, Dante, Spenser, Dryden, Scott, Wordsworth, 
Pope, Byron, and dthers, before embarking on more 
doubtful adventures. 

Among other books most frequently recommended 
are Gohlsmith’s Vicar of JVaheJield, Swift’s Gulliver's 
Travels, Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe, Ths Arabian Nights, 
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Don Quixote^ Boswell’s Life of * Johnson^ White’s Natural 
History of Sellmm, Burke’s Select Works (Payne), the 
Essays of Bacon, Addison, ^;iume, Montaigne, Macaulay, 
and Emerson, Carlyle’s Past and Present, Smiles’s Self- 
Help, and Goethe’s Fuicst and AtitoUographf. 

Nor can one go wrong in recommending Berkeley’s 
Human Knowledge, Descartes’s IHscmrs snr la MMhode, 
Locke’s Conduct of the Understanding, Lewes’s History of 
Philosophy ; Avhile, in order to keep within the number 
one hundred, I Ciin only mention Moliere and SheridAii 
among dramatists. Macaulay considered Marivaux’s 
La Vie de Marianne the best novel in any language, but 
my numljer is so nearly complete that I must content 
myself with English : and will suggest Tiiackeray 
{Vanity Fair and Pendenmis), Dickens (Pickmck and 
David Copperfield), G. Eliot {Adam Bede or The Mill on 
the Floss), Kingsley {Westward Hof), Lytton {Last Days 
of .Pompeii), and last, not least, those of Scott, which 
indeed constitute a library in themselves, but which I 
must ask, in return for my trouble, to be allowed, as a 
S2)ecial favour, to count as one. 

To any lover of books the very mention of the.se 
names brings back a crowd of delicious memories, 
grateful recollections of peaceful home hours, after the 
labours and anxieties of the day. Hoav thankful we 
ought to be for these inestimable blessing.s, for this 
numberless host of friends who never weary, betray, or 
forsake us ! 


LIST OF 100 ROOKS 
IForJiS hy Living Authors are oniitted 

T1u 3 Bible 

The Meditations of Marcus Aurelius 

Kpictetus 

Seneca 

Aristotle’s Ethic.s 
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Analects of Confucius 

St. Hilaire’s “ Le Boiuldha et sa religion 

Wake’s Apostolic Fathers 

Thomas k Kempis’s Imitation of Christ 

Confession^ of St. Augustine (Dr. Puseyi 

The Koran (i>ortions oQ 

Spinoza’s Tractatus Tlieologico-Politiciis 

Pascal’s Pens(^es 

Butler’s Analogy of Religion 

Taylor’s Holy living and Dying 

Bnnyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress 

Keble’s Christian Year 


Plato’s Dialogues ; at any rate, tlic Apology, Crito, and 
Pluedo 

Xenojihon’s Meinorahilia 
Aristotle’s Politics 
Deinosthones’s Do Corona 

Cicero’s Dc Officiis, Dc Auiicitiu, and Do Scncctuto 

Plirtarch’s Lives 

Berkeley’s Human Knowledge 

Descartes’s Discours sur la Methode 

Locke’s On the Conduct of the Uinlerstanding 


Homer 

Hesiod 

Virgil 

JVlaha Bharata f Epitomised in TallM>ys Wheeler's History of 
Kamayana \ India, vols. i. and ii. 

The Shall -Nameh 
The Nibclungeiilied 
Malory’s Morto d’ Arthur 


The Sheking 

Kalidasa’s Sakuntala or The Lost Ring 
ASschylus’s Prometheus 
Trilogy of Orestes 
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Sophocles's G5di|)us 
Euripides’s Medea 

Aristophanes’s The Kiiightf and Clouds 
Hoiace 


Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales (perhaps in Morris’s edition ; or, 
if expurgated, in C. Clark c’»s, or !Mrs. llaweis’s) 
Shakespeare 

Milton’s Paradise Lost, T^yeidas, Comus, and the shorter poems 
Dante’s Divine Commedia 
Spenser’s Faerie Queen 
SeoH’s Poems 

Wordsworth (Mr. Arnold’s selection) 

Pope’? Essay on Criticism 
Essay on Man 
Rajje of the Lock 
Burns 

P>yron’s Childe Harold 
Gray’s Poems 

Tennyson’s Idylls and smaller poems 


Herodotus 

Xenophon’s Anabasis 
Thucydides 
.Tacitus’s Germania 
Idvy 

Gibbon’s Decline and Fall 

Hume’s History of England 

Grote’s History of Gret*(;o 

Carlyle’s French Revolution 

Green’s Short History of the English People 

Lew'es’s History of Philosophy 


Arabian Kights 
Swift’s Gulliver’s Travels 
Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe 
Goldsmith’s Vicar of Wakefield 
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Cervantes's Don Quixotes' 

Boswoll’a Life of Jolnisoa 
Moliere 

Sel.iller's William Tell 

Sheridan’s ;i'he Critic, School for Scandal, and The Rivals 
Carl}-h;'s Past and Present 


Bacon’s Novum Or^anuin 
Sniilh’s Wealth of Nations (part of) 
Mill's J'olitieal Keonomy 
('ooh’s Voyages 
Humboldt's Travels 
Wliile's Natural History of Selborne 
Darwin's Orij^dn of Specie's 
Naturalist’s Voyajfc 
Mill’s Lo^ic 

Ituskin, Selection fi'oin tlie wriliii'^s of 


Bac^pn's Essays 
]\b)ntaione’s Essays 
^liieaulay’s Essays 
Addison's Essays 
Kluersotrs Essays 
Biiike's Select Works 
Sjiiiles's Stdf'Helj) 
buskin’s Modern J^iinters 


Voltaire’s Zadig and Microniegas 
(loctlie's Faust, and Autobiograjdiy 
Tliaekeray's Vanity Fair 
Pendeimis 
Dickens's Pickwick 
David Copperfield 
Lytton's Last Days of Pompeii 
(leorgc Eliot’s Adam Bede 
Kingsley’s Westward llo 1 
ScotFs Novels 
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THE BLESSING OF FRIENDS* 


ft 

“Tliey seem to take away the sun from the world who with- 
draw friendsliij) from life ; for w'e have received nothing better from 
the Immortal Gods, nothing more delightful." — CiCKUo. 

Most of those who have written in praise of books 
have thought they could say nothing more conclusive 
th^n to compare them to friends. 

All nien, said Socrates, have their different objects 
of ambition — horses, dogs, money, honour, as the case 
may be ; but for his own part he would rather have a 
good friend than all these put together. And again, 
men know “the number of their other possessions, 
a^ichoiigh they might be very numerous, but of their 
friends, though but few, they were not only ignorant 
of the number, but even when they attempted to reckon 
it to such as asked them, they set aside again some 
that they had previously counted among their friends ; 
so little did they allow their friends to occupy their 
thoughts. Yet in comparison with what possession, of 
all others, would not a good friend appear far more 
valuable ? ” ‘ 

“As to the value of other things,” says Cicero, 
“ most mem, differ ; concerning friendship all have the 

* The substance of this was delivered at the Liondou Working 
Men’s College. 
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same opinion, What vin be more foolish than, when 
men arc possessed of great influence by their wealth, 
power, and resources, to jii’ocure other things which 
are bought by money — horses, slaves, rich apparel, 
costly vascJT — and not to procure friends, the most 
valuable and fairest furniture of life 1 ” And yet, he 
continues, “every man can tell how many goats or 
sheep he possesses, but not how many friends.” In 
the choice, moreover, of a dog or of a horse, wo exercise 
the greatest care : we iiupiire into its pedigree, its 
training and character, and yet we too often leave the 
selection of our friends, which is of infinitel}<* greater 
importance — by whom our whole life will be more 
or less influenced either for good or cvil-4ilmost to 
chance. 

It is no doubt true, as the Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table says, that all men are bores except when we want 
them. And Sir Thomas Browne (piaintly observes 
that ^unthinking heads who have not learnt to be 
alone, are a prison to themselves if they be not with 
others ; whereas, on the contrary, those w'hose thoughts 
are in a fair and hurry within, are sometimes fain to 
retire into company to be out of the crowd of them-^ 
selves.” Still I do not quite understand EmersoiS’s 
idea tliat “ men descend to meet.” In another ■f)lace, 
indeed, he qualifies the statement, and says, “Almost 
all people descend to meet.” Even so I should venture 
to question it, especially considering the context. “ All 
association,” he adds, “must bo a compromise, and, 
what is worse, the very flower and aroma of the flower 
of each of the beautiful natures disfippears as they 
approach each otht5r.” What a sad thought! Is it 
really sol Need it be sol And if it were, would 
friends be any real advantage ? I should l^ave thought 
that the influence of friends was exactly the reverse : 
that the flower of a beautiful nature would expand, and^ 
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the colours grow brighter, wiien stimulated by the 
warmth and sunshine of friendship. 

It has been said that it is wise always to treat a 
friend, remembering that he may become an enemy, and 
an enemy, remembering that he may become a friend ; 
and whatever may be thought of the first part of the 
adage, there is certainly much wisdom in the latter. 
Many people seem to take more pains and more pleasure 
ill making enemies, than in making friends. Plutarch, 
indeed, quotes with approbation the advice of Pythagoras 
“ not to shake hands with too many,’^ but as long as 
friends fire well chosen, it is true rather tliat 

“ He who has a thousand friends, 

Has never a one to s})arc, 

And he who has one enemy, 

Will meet him everywhere,” 

anc|. unfortunately, while there are few great friends 
there is no little enemy. * 

I guard myself, however, by saying again — As long 
as they are well chosen. One is thrown in life with a 
great many people who, tliough not actively bad, though 
Uhey may not wilfully lead us astray, yet take no pains 
w<th themselves, neglect their own minds, and direct 
the honversation to petty puerilities or mere gossip ; 
who do not seem to realise that conversation may by a 
little effort be made instructive and delightful, without 
being in any way pedantic; or, on the other band, 
may be allowed to drift into a mere morass of muddy 
thought and weedy words. There are few from whom 
we may not learn something, if only they will trouble 
themselves to tell us. Kay, cveif if they teach us 
nothing, they may help us by the stimulus of intelligent 
questions, or^the warmth of sympathy. But if they do 
neither, then indeed their companionship, if companion- 
ship it can be called, is mere waste of time, and of such 
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we may well say, “Ifdo desire that we be better 
strangers.” 

Much certainly of the happiness and purity of out- 
lives depends on our making a wise choice of our com- 
panions and •friends. If badly chosen they will inevit- 
ably drag us down ; if well they will raise us up. Tet 
many people seem to trust in this matter to the chapter 
of accident. It is well and right, indeed, to be 
courteous and considerate to every one with whom we 
are brought into contact, but to choose them as real 
friends is another matter. Some seem to make a man 
a friend, or try to do so, because he lives near, •because 
he is in the same business, travels on the same line of 
railway, or for some other trivial reason. Th^re cannot 
be a greater mist-ikc. These are only, in the words 
of Plutarch, the idols and images of friendship.” 

But though one cannot be friends with every one, 
it is better to be friendly than unfriendly, and tljpse 
who have ever really loved any one will have some 
tenderness for all. There is indeed some good in most 
men. 1 have heard much,” says Mr. Nasmyth in his 
charming autobiography, ‘^ibout the ingratitude and 
selfishness of the world. It may have been my goodi 
fortune, but I have never experienced either of th(^e 
unfeeling conditlon.s.” Such also has been my* own 
experience. 

“ Mon talk of unkiiul lioarts, kind deeds 
\Yith coldness still returning. 

Alas ! the gratitude of men 
Has oftoner left me mourning.” 

I cannot, then, agree with Emerson when he says 
that “ we M-alk alone in the world. Friends such as 
we desire arc dreams and fables. But a ^ihlime hope 
cheers ever the faithful heart, that elsewhere in other 
regions cf the universal power souls arc now acting, 
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enduring, and daring, which ciiii love us, and which we 
can love.’’ 

No doubt, much as 1/orthy friends add to the 
happiness and value of life, we must in the main 
depend on ourselves, and every one is Ms own best 
friend or worst enemy. 

Sad, indeed, is Bacon’s assertion that “ there is little 
friendship in the world, and least of all between equals, 
which was wont to be magnified. That that is, is 
between superior and inferior, whose fortunes may 
comprehend the one to the other.” But this can hardly 
be taker! as his deliberate opinion, for he elsewhere says, 
“ but we may go farther, and affirm most truly, that it 
is a mere and miserable solitude to vrant true friends, 
without which the world is but a wilderness.” Not 
only, he adds, does friendship introduce “daylight in 
the understanding out of darkness and confusion of 
thcyights ” ; it “ maketh a fair day in the affections 
from storm and tempests”: in consultation with a 
friend a man “ tosseth his thoughts more easily ; he 
marshal leth them more orderly ; he seeth liow they 
look when they are turned into words ; finally, he 
^Svaxeth wiser than himself, and that more by an hour’s 
discourse than by a day’s meditation.” . . . “ But little 
do men perceive what solitude is, and how far it 
extendeth, for a crowd is not company, and faces are 
but a gallery of pictures, and talk but a tinkling cymbal 
where there is no love.” 

With this last assertion I cannot altogether concur. 
Surely even strangers may be most interesting ! and 
many will agree with Dr. Johnson w^hen, describing a 
pleasant evening, he summed it xCp — “ Sir, we had a 
good talk.” 

Epictetus gives excellent advice w^hen he dissuades 
from conversation on the very subjects most commonly 
^hosen, and advises that it should be on “ none of the 
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common subjects — not^ about gladiators, nor horsc- 
laces, nor about athletes, nor about eating or drinking, 
which are the usual subject.*?; and especially not about 
men, as blaming them ** ; but when he adds, “ or 
praising thefti,’* the injunction seems to mo of doubtful 
value. Marcus Aurelius more wisely advises that 
“ when thou Avishest to delight thyself, think of the 
virtues of those who live with thee ; for instance, the 
activity of one, and the modesty of another, and the 
liberality of a third, and some other good quality of a 
fourth. For nothing delights so much as the examples 
of the virtues, when they are exhi))ited in the morals 
of those who live with us and present themselvcfe in 
abundance, as far as is possible. Wherefore we must 
keep them before us.” Yet how often we know merely 
the sight of those we call our friends, or the sound of 
their voices, but nothing w’hatever of their mind or 
soul. 

W8 must, moreover, be as careful to keep friends as 
to make them. If wc all knew what one said of the 
other, Pascal assui'cs us that “there would not be four 
friends in the world.” This I hope and think is too 
sti*ong, but at any rate try to be one of the four. And* 
when you have made a friend, keep him. Hast thou"' a 
friend, says an Ejistern proverb, “ visit him often, for 
thorns and brushwood obstruct the road which no one 
treads.” The aflections should not be mere “ tents of 
a night.” 

Still less docs Friemlship confer any privilege to 
mcake ourselves disagi*eeable. Some people never seem 
to appreciate their friends till they have lost them. 
Anaxagoras described the Mausoleum as the ghost of 
wealth turned into stone. 

“But he who has once stood beside ihe grave to 
look bjick on the companionship which has been for 
ever closed, feeling how impotent fheyi are the wild love^ 
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and the keen sorrow, to give otte instant’s pleasure to 
the pulseless heart, or atone in the lowest measure to 
the departed spirit for the hour of unkindness, will 
scarcely for the future incur that debt to the heart 
which can only be discharged to the dust.”^' 

Death, indeed, cannot sever frieiidshij). “ Friends,” 
says Cicero, “ though absent, are still present ; though 
in poverty they are rich ; though weak, yet in the 
enjoyment of health ; and, wdmt is still more difficult 
to assert, though dead they are alive.” This seems a 
paradox, yet is there not much truth in his explana- 
tion 1 ^‘To me, indeed, Scipio still lives, and will 
always live ; for I love the virtue of that man, and 
that worth is not yet extinguished. . . . Assuredly of 
all things that either fortune or time has bestowed on 
me, I have none which I can compare with the friend- 
ship of Scipio.” 

Jf, then, we choose our friends for what the}^ are, 
not for what they have, and if •wc deserve so great a 
blessing, then they will be always with us, ))icservcd 
in absence, and even after death, in the amber of 
memory. 


^ Raskin. 
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THK VALUK OF TIMK^ 
Each (lay is a little life. 


All other good gifts depend on time for their value. 
What are fiiends, hooks, or health, the interest of 
travel or the delights of home, if we ha^'e not lime for 
their enjoyment I Time is often sai<l to be money, 
l)nt it* is more — it is life ; and yet many who wduld 
cling desperately to life, think nothing of wasting time. 

Ask of the wdse, says Schiller in Lord Sherbrooke’s 
translation, 

“ The iiionieiits we forego 
Eternity itself cannot retrieve.’* 

And, in the words of Dante, 

“For who knows most, liiin loss of time most gn(?ves.” 

Not that a life of drudgery should be our ideal. Far 
from it. Time spent in innocent and rational enjoy- 
ments, in healthy games, in social and family inter- 
course, is well tind wisely spent. (Lames not only keep 
the body in betdlh, but give a command over tbe 
muscles and limbs which cannot be ,over- valued. 

^ The substance of this was delivered at the Polytechnic Institu- 
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Moreover, there are temptation* Avhich strong exercise 
best enables us to resist. 

It is the idle wlio complain they cannot find time 
to do that which they fancy they wish. In truth, 
people can generally make time for what ^they choose 
to doj it is not really the time but the will that is 
wanting : and the advantjige of leisure is mainly that 
we may have the power of choosing our own work, not 
certainly that it confers any privilege of idleness. 

“ Time travels in divers paces with divers persons. 
I'll tell you who time ambles withal, who time trots 
withal, Vho time gallops withal, and who he stands 
still withal.” ^ 

For it' is not so much the hours that tell, as the 
way we use them. 

“Circles are praised, not that abound 
In largeness, but th’ exactly round ; 

So life we praise, that does excel 
Not in much time, but acting well.”* 

‘‘Idleness,” says Jeremy Taylor, “is the greatest 
prodigality in the world ; it throws away that which is 
‘invaluable in respect of its present use, and irreparable 
wlien it is past, being to be recovered by no power of 
art or nature.” 

Life must be measured rather by depth than by 
length, by thought and action rather than by time. 
“A counted number of pulses only,” says Pater, “is 
given to us of a variegated, aromatic life. How may 
we see in them all that is to be seen by the finest 
senses ? How can we pass most swiftly from point to 
point, and be present always at the focus 'where the 
greatest number of vital forces unite in their purest 
energy? To burn always with this hard gem -like 
flame, to maintain this ecstasy, is success in life. 

^ Shakespeare * Waller, 
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Failure is to- form hallits, for habit is relation to a 
stereotyped world ; . . . while all melts under our 
feet, we may well catch a# any exquisite passion, or 
any contribution to knowledge, that seems, by a lifted 
horizon, to ^t the spirit free for a moment.” 

I would not quote Lord Chesterfield as generally a 
siife guide, but there is certainly much shrewd wisdom 
in his advice to his son with reference to time. 
“Every moment you now lose, is so much character 
and advantage lost ; as, on the other hand, every 
moment you now employ usefully, is so much time 
wisely laid out, at ju’odigious interest.” 

And again, “ It is astonishing that any one can 
squander away in absolute idleness one single moment 
of that small portion of time which is allotted to us in 
the world. . . . Know the true value of time ; snatch, 
seize, and enjoy every moment of it.” 

“ Are you in earnest ? seize tliis very minute, 

What you can do, or think you can, begin it.”' 

There is a Turkish proverb that the Devil tempts 
the busy man, but the idle man tempts the Devil. I 
remember, says Hillard, “ a satirical poem, in which the 
Devil is represented as fishing for men, and adapting 
his bait to the tastes and temperaments of his prey ; 
but the idlers were the easiest victims, for they swallowed 
even the naked hook.” 

I'lie mind of the idler indeed preys upon itself. 
“ The human heart i.s like a millstone in a mill ; when 
you put wheat under it, it turns and grinds and bruises 
the wheat to flour ; if you put no wheat, it still grinds 
on — and grinds itseff away.” 

It is not work, but care, that kills, and it is in this 
sense, I suppose, that wc are told to “ tak<i no thought 
for the morrow.” To “ consider the lilies of the field, 
^ JF'aust, * Luther. 



64 


THE PLEASURES OF LIFE* 


PA^T I 

♦ 

how they grow : they toil not^ neither do they spin : 
and yet even Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed 
like one of these. Wherefore, if God so clothe the 
grass of the field, which to-day is, and to-morrow is cast 
into the oven, shall He not much more clothe you, 0 ye 
of little faith?” It would indeed be a mistake to 
suppose that lilies are idle or imprudent. On the 
contrary, j^lants are most industrious, and lilies store up 
in their complex bulbs a great part of the nourishment 
of one year to quicken the growth of the next. Care, 
on the other hand, they certainly know not.^ 

“ Hdurs have wings, fly up to the author of time, 
and carry news of our usage. All our prayers cannot 
entreat one of them either to return or slacken his 
pace. The misspents of every minute are a now record 
against us in heaven. Sure if we thought thus, wo 
should dismiss them with better reports, and not suffer 
th^m to fly away empty, or laden with dangerous intel- 
ligence. How happy is it when they carry up not only 
the message, but the fruits of good, and stay with the 
Ancient of Days to speak for us before His glorio\is 

throne !”2 

* Time is often said to fly : but it is not so much the* 
t?me that flies; as wo that waste it, and wasted time is 
worse than no time at all ; “ I wasted time,” vShakespeare 
makes Richard 11. say, “ and now doth time waste me.” 

“ He that is choice of his time,” says Jeremy Taylor, 
“ will also be choice of his company, and choice of his 
actions ; lest the first engage him in vanity and loss, 
and the latter, by being criminal, be a throwing his 
time and himself away, and a going back in the accounts 
of eternity.” 

The life of man is seventy years, but how little of 

^ ITie word used, fxepifiv'^a’jjre^ is tnuuslated in Liddell and Scott “ to 
be anxious about, to be distressed in mind, to be cumbered with many 
f cares.” Milton. 
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this is actually our ow|p. We must deduct the time 
required for sleep, for meals, for dressing and undressing, 
for exercise, etc., and then liow little remains really at 
our own disposal ! 

‘‘ 1 have Jived,” said Lamb, “ nominally fifty years, 
but deduct from them the hours I have lived for other 
peo 2 :>le, and not for myself, and you will find me still 
a young fellow.” 

Tiie hours wc live for other peofdc, however, are not 
those which should be deducted, but rather those which 
benefit neither oneself nor any one else ; and these, 
alas, are often very numerous. • 

“Tliere are some hours which are taken from •us, 
some which arc stolen from us, and some \Phich slij) 
from us.” ^ Hut however we may lose them, we can 
never get them back. It is wonderful, indeed, how 
much innocent happiness we thoughtlessly throw away. 
An Eastern proverb says that calamities sent by heaven 
may W avoided, but from those we bring on ourselves 
there is no escape. 

Some years ago I jiaid a visit to the sites of the 
ancient lake villages of Switzerland in comjjany with a 
distinguished archieologist, M. Morlot. To my surprise/ 
I found that his whole income was £100 a year, part f»f 
which, moreover, ho spent in making a small museum, 
I asked liim whether he contemjilated accepting any 
post or office, but he said certainly not. He valued his 
leisure and o 2 ){)ortunitics as priceless ^mssessions far 
more than silv(H‘ or gold, and would not waste any of 
his time in making money. 

Time, indeed, is a sacred gift, and each da}^ is a 
little life, dust t^iink of our advantages here in 
London ! We have access to the whole literature of 
the world ; we may see in our National Jlallery the 
most beautiful productions of former generations, and 
* Seneca. 
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in the Royal Academy and oth^r galleries the works of 
the greatest living artists. No one certainly has ever 
found time to see the Britifh Museum thoroughly. Yet 
consider what it contains ; or rather, what does it not 
contain? The most perfect collection oi living and 
extinct animals and plants ; the marvellous monsters of 
geological ages; the most beautiful birds, shells, and 
minerals; precious stones and fragments from other 
worlds ; the most interesting antiquities ; curious speci- 
mens illustrating different races of men ; exquisite gems,' 
coins, glass, and china ; the Elgin marbles ; the remains 
of the Alausoleum ; of the temple of Diana of Ephesus ; 
anci-ent monuments of Egy[)t and Assyria ; the rude 
implements of our predecessors in England, who were 
coeval with the hippopotamus and rhinoceros, the musk- 
ox, and the mammoth ; and beautiful^ specimens of 
Greek and Roman art. 

J^uffering may be unavoidable, but no one has any 
excuse for being dull. And yet some people an dull. 
They talk of a better world to come, while whatever 
diilness there may be here is all their own. Sir Arthur 
Helps has well said : “ What ! dull, when you do not 
know w’hat gives its loveliness of form to the lily, its 
dupth of colour to the violet, its fragrance to the rose ; 
when you do not know in what consists the venom of 
the adder, any more than you can imitate the glad 
movements of the dove. What ! dull, when earth, air, 
and water are all alike mysteries to you, and when as 
you stretch out your hand you do not touch anything 
the properties of which you have mastered ; while all 
the time Nature is inviting you to talk earnestly with 
her, to understand her, to subdue her, and to be blessed 
by her ! Go away, man ; learn something, do some- 
thing, understand something, and let me hear no more 
of your dulness.” 



CHAPTER YII 

THE PLEASUllES OE TRAVEL^ 


“I am part of all that I havo seen.” 

I AM sometimes di8j)osod to think that there are few 
things in whijh we of this generation enjoy greater 
advantages over our ancestors than in the increased 
facilities of travel ; but I hesitate to say this, jot 
becau9t; our advantages are not great, but l>ecause I 
have already made the same remark with reference to 
several other aspects of life. 

The very word “ travel ” is suggestive. It is a form 
of “ tnivail ” — excessive labour ; and, its Skeat observes, 
it forcibly recalls the toil of travel in olden days. 
dift’erent things are now ! 

It is sometimes said that every one should travel on 
foot “ like Thales, Plato, and Pythagoras ” ; we are told 
that in those days of railroads people rush through 
countries and see nothing. It may be so, but that is 
not the fault of the railways. They confer upon us the 
inestimable advantage of being able, so rapidly and with 
so little fatigue, to visit countries which \vere much less 
accessible to our ancestors. What a l)lessing it is that 
not our own islands only — our smiling fiqjds and rich 
woods, the mountains that are full of peace and the 

^ The substance of this was delivered at Oldham. 
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rivers of joy, the lakes and heiiths and hills, ciiistles and 
cathedrals, and many a spot immortalised in the history 
of our country : — not these^iDnly, but the sun and scemuy 
of the South, the Alps the palaces of Nature, the blue 
Mediterranean, and the cities of Europe, with all their 
memories and treasures, are now brought within a few 
hours of us. 

Surely no one who has the opportunity should omit 
to travel. The world belongs to him who has seen it. 
“ But he that would make his travels delightful must 
first make himself delightful.” ^ 

Acc(frding to the old proverb, “the fool wanders, 
the^wise man travels.” Bacon tells us that “the things 
to be se^n and observed are the courts of pi-i rices, 
especially when they give audience to ambassadors ; the 
courts of justice while they sit and hear causes ; and so 
of consistories ecclesiastic; the churches and monasteries, 
wi(.h the monmneiits which ar*e therein extant ; the walls 
and fortifications of cities and towns ; and so the havens 
and harbours, anti(|uities and ruins, libraries, colleges, 
disputations and lectures, when any are ; shipjiing aiul 
navies ; houses and gardens of state and pleasui*e near 
great cities ; armouries, arsenals, magazini*-s, exchanges, 
bwrses, warehouses, exercises of hor.semanshi]), fencing, 
training of soldiers, and the like ; comedies, such whei’e- 
unto the better sort of persons do resort ; treasuries of 
jewels and robes ; cabinets and rarities ; and, to con- 
clude, whatsoever is memorable in the places where 
they go.” 

But this depends on the time at our disj)osal, and 
the object with which we travel. If we are long euQUgh 
in any one place Bacon's advice is'*no doubt excellent ; 
but for the moment I am thinking lather of an annual 
holiday, taken for the sake of rest and health ; for fresh 
air and exercise rather than for study. Yet even so, if 
^ ^ Seneca. 
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vvc have eyes to see, we Tiannot fail to lay in a stock of 
new ideas as mcH as a store of health. 

We may have read the^most vivid and accurate 
description, we may have pored over maps and plans 
and j)ictures, lind yet the reality will hurst on us like a 
revelation. This is true not onh^ of mountains and 
glaciers, of palaces and cathedrals, but even of the 
sim})lest examples. 

For instjince, like every one else, 1 had read descrip- 
tions and seen ])hotographs and pictures of the Pyra- 
mids. Their form is simplicity itself. I do not know 
that I could put into words any characteristic of the 
original for which I was not prepared. It was^not tEat 
they were larger; it was not that they differed in form, 
in colour, or situation. And yet, the moment I saw 
them, I felt that my previous impression had been but 
a faint shadow of the reality. The actual sight seemed 
to give life to the idea. 

Evety' one who has been in the East will agree that 
a w’cek of oriental travel brings out, with more than 
sterco.scoi)ic effect, the pictures of })atriarchal life as 
given us in the Old Testament. And what is true of 
the Old Testament is true of history generally. To 
those who have been in Athens or Koine, the history dt 
Greece or Italy becomes far more interesting ; while, 
on the other hand, some knowletlge of the history and 
literatim^ enormously enhances the interest of the 
scenes themselves. 

Good descriptions and pictures, no doubt, help us to 
see much more than we should perhaps ])crceive for 
ourselves. It may even be doubted whether some 
persons do not derive* a more correct impression from a 
good drawing or descrij)tion, which brings out the 
salient points, than they would from actual, but un- 
aided, inspe-ction. The idea may gain in accuracy, in 
character, and even in detail, more than it misses in 
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vividness. But, however this^may bo, for those who 
cannot travel, descriptions and pictures have an im- 
mense interest; while t(f those who Imve^ they will 
afford an inexhaustible delight in reviving the memories 
of beautiful scenes and interesting expeditfons. 

It is really astonishing how little most of us see of 
the beautiful world in which we live. Mr. (now Sir) 
Norman Lockyer tells me that while tmvelling on a 
scientific mi.ssion in the Itocky Mountains, he was 
astonished to meet an aged French Abb(!% and could 
not help showing his surprise. The Abbe observed 
this, and in the course of conversation explained his 
pr&ence^in that distant region. 

‘‘You were,’^ he said, “I easily saw, surprised to 
find me here. The fact is, that some months ago 1 
was very ill. My physicians gave me up : one moining 
I seemed to fiiint and thought that I was already in 
tho arms of the Bon Dieu. I fancied one of the angels 
ciiine and asked me, ‘Well, M. TAblx^, how cfid you 
like the beautiful world you have just left ? ’ And 
then it occurred to me that I who had been all my life 
preaching about heaven, had seen almost nothing of 
the world in which I was living. I determined therc- 
jfore, if it pleased Pi'ovidence to spare me, to see some- 
thing of this world ; and so here 1 am.'' 

Few of us arc free, however much we might wish it, 
to follow the exam[)le of the worthy Abb4. But 
although it may not be possible for us to reach the 
Itocky Mountains, there are other countries nearer 
home which most of us might find time to visit. 

Though it is ti ue that no descriptions can come near 
the reality, they may at least persuade us to give 
ourselves this great advantage. Let me then try to 
illustrate this by pictures in words, as realised by some 
of our most illustrious countrymen ; I will select refer- 
^ ences to foreign countries only, not that we have not 
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equal beauties here, butibccausc everywhere in England 
one feels oneself at home. 

The following passage fif>m Tyndall’s Hours of Exer- 
cise In the AlpSy is almost as good as an hour in the Alps 
themselves :• 

“ I looked over this wondrous scene towards Mont 
Blanc, the Gi'aiid Combin, the Dent Blanche, the 
Weisshorn, the Dom, and the thousand lesser peaks 
which seemed to join in the celebration of the risen 
day. I asked myself, as on previous occasions, How 
was this colossal work performed ? AVho chiselled 
these mighty and picturesque masses out of^a mere 
protuberance of the earth? And the answer wf»i at 
hand. Ever young, ever mighty^ — with the vigour of a 
thousand worlds still within him — the real sculptor was 
even then climbing up the eastern sky. It was he who 
raised aloft the waters which cut out these ravines ; it 
was he wlio planted the glaciers on the mount ain-8lc^)es, 
thus giving gravity a plough to open out the valleys ; 
and it is he who, acting through the ages, will finally 
lay low those mighty monuments, rolling them gradu- 
ally seawanl, sowing tlie seeds of continents to be ; so* 
that the people of an okler earth may see mould spreadf 
and corn wave over the hidden rocks which at fhis 
moment ])car the weight of the Jungfrau.” And the 
Alps lie within twenty-four liours of London ! 

Tyndall’s writings also contain many^ vivid descrip- 
tions of glaciers; those “silent and solemn causeways 
. . . broad enough for the march of an army^ in line of 
battle and ipiict as a street of tombs in a buried city.”^ 

I do not, however, borrow from him or fi*om any one 
else any dcscriptiort of glaciers, for they" are so unlike 
anything else, that no one wdio has not seen, can 
possibly visualise them. 

The history of European rivers yet remains to be 
^ KuBkiii. ^ 
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written, and is most interestinsjf. They did not always 
run in their present courses. The Ithone, for instfince, 
appears to have been itself a groat traveller. At least 
there seems reason to believe that the upper waters of 
the Valais fell at first into the Danube, aiuf so into the 
Black Sea ; subsequently joined the Rhine and the 
Thames, and so ran hir north over the plains which 
once connected the mountains of Scotland and of Nor- 
way — to the Arctic Ocean ; and have oidy compara- 
tively of late years adopted their present course into 
the Mediterranean. 

But, ^however this may be, the Rhine of Oermany 
and* the Rhine of Switzerland arc utterly unlike. The 
ciitastrophe of Schaffhausen seems to alter the whole 
character of the river, and no wonder. “Stand for 
half an hour,” says Ruskin, “beside the Fall of Schall- 
hausen, on the north side where the rapids are long, 
and^watch how the vault of water first beiuls, unbroken, 
in pure polished velocity, over the arching rocks St the 
brow of the cataract, covering them with a dome of 
crystal twenty feet thick, so swift that its motion is 
"unseen except when a foam globt^ fr*om above charts 
bver it like a falling star ; . . . and how ever and 
anSn, startling you with its white flash, a jet of spray 
leai)S hissing out of the fall, like a rocket, bursting in 
the wind and driven away in dust, filling the air with 
light ; and how, through the curdling wreaths of tlu*. 
restless crushing abyss below, the blue of the water, 
paled by the foam in its body, shows purcir than the 
sky through white rain-cloud ; . . . their dripping 
masses lifted at intervals, like sheaves of loaded ccjrn, 
by some stronger gush from the cataract, and bowed 
again upon the mossy rocks as its roar dies away.” 

But muchtas we may admire the majestic gra,ndeur 
of a mighty river, either in its eagei’ rush or its 
calmer moments, there is something which fascinates 
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even more in' the frod life, the young energy, tlie 
sparkling transparence, and merry music of smaller 
streams. ^ 

“The upper Swiss valleys,” as the same great Seer 
says, “ are s\teet with perj)etual streamlets, that seem 
always to have chosen the steepest places to come 
down, for the sake of the leaps, scattering their hand- 
fuls of crystal this way and that, as the wind trikes 
them, with all the grace, hut with none of the formalism, 
of fountains . . . until at last . . . the}' find their 
way down to the turf, and lose themselves in that, 
silently ; with quit't depth of clear water furrowing 
among the grass blades, and looking onl}^ like their 
shadow, but presently emerging again in little startled 
gushes and laughing hurries, as if they had remembered 
suddenly that the day was too short for them to get 
down the hill.” 

How vividly does Symonds bring before us the 
sunny chores of the Mediterranean, which he loves so 
well, and the contrast between the scenery of the 
North and that of the South. 

“In nortliern landscapes the eye travels through 
vistas of leaf}’ boughs to still, secluded crofts and 
pastures, where slow-moving oxen graze. The mystery 
of dreams and the repose of meditation haunt our 
massive bowers. But in the South, the lattice-work 
of olive boughs and foliage scarcely veils the laughing 
sea and bright blue sky, while the hues of the land- 
scape find their climax in the dazzling radiance of the 
sun upon the waves, and the pure light of the horizon. 
Th(;re is no concealment and no melancholy here. 
Nature seems to hold a never-ending festival and dance, 
in which the waves and sunbeams and shadows join. 
Again, in northern scenery, the rounded fowns of full- 
foliaged trees suit tin' undulating country, with its 
gentle hills and brooding clouds; but in the South, 
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the spiky leaves arid sharp branches of the olive carry 
out the defined outlines which are. everywhere observ- 
able through the broade!- beauties of mountain and 
valley and sea -shore. Serenity and intelligence 
characterise this southern landscape, in Vhich a race 
of splendid men and women lived beneath the pure 
light of Phoibus, their ancestral god. Pallas protected 
them, and golden Aphrodite favoured them with beauty. 
Olives are not, however, by any means the only trees 
which play a part in idyllic scenery. The tall stone 
pine is even more important. . . . Near Massa, by 
Sorrento, there are two gigantic pines so placed that, 
lyfhg 011^ the grass beneath them, one looks on Capri 
rising from the sea, Baiae, and all the bay of Naples 
sweeping round to the base of Vesuvius. Tangled 
growths of olives, oranges, and rose-trees fill the 
garden-ground along the shore, while far away in the 
di<itance pale Inarime sleeps, with her exquisite Greek 
name, a virgin island on the deep. 

“ On the wilder hills you find patches of ilex and 
arbutus glowing with crimson berries and white waxen 
bells, sweet myrtle rods and shafts of bay, frail Uimarisk 
and tall tree-heaths that wave their frosted boughs 
gfbove your he<id. Nearer the shore the lentisk grows, 
a savoury shrub, with cytisus and aromatic rosemary. 
Clematis and polished garlands of tough sarsaparilla 
wed the shrubs with clinging, climbing arms ; and here 
and there in sheltered nooks the vine shoots forth 
luxuriant tendrils bowed with grapes, stretching from 
branch to branch of mulberry or elm, flinging festoons 
on which young loves might sit and swing, or weaving 
a lattice-work of leaves across flie open shed. Nor 
must the sounds of this landscape be forgotten, — sounds 
of bleating ^flocks, and murmuring bees, and nightingales, 
and doves that moan, and running streams, and shrill 
cicadas, and hoarse frogs, and whispering pines. There 
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is not a single detail wAicli a patient student may not 
verify from Theocritus. 

“ Then too it is a landscafic in which sea and country 
are never sundered. The higher we climb upon the 
mountain-side the more marvellous is the beauty of 
tbe sefi, which seems t-o rise .as we ascend, and stretch 
into the sky. Sometimes a little flake of blue is framed 
by olive boughs, sometimes a turning in the road reve.als 
the whole broad azure calm below. Or, after toiling 
up a steep ascent we fall upon the undergrowth of 
juniper, and lo, a double sea, this way and that, 
divided by the sharp spine of the jutting hill, 'jewelled 
with villages along its shore, and smiling with* fair 
islands and silver sails.” 

To many of us the mere warmth of the South is a 
blessing and a delight. The very thought of it is 
delicious. I have read over again and again Wallace’s 
graphic description of a tropical sunrise — of the i^un 
of th^ early morning that turneth all into gold. 

“Up to about a cpiarter p.‘i.st five o’clock,” he says, 
“ the darkness is complete ; but about that time a few^ 
cries of birds begin to break the silence of night, per- 
haps indicating that signs of dawn are perceptible iif 
the eastern horizon. A little later the melancholy 
voices of the goatsuckers are heard, varied croakings 
of frogs, the plaintive whistle of mounttiin thnxshes, 
and strange cries of birds or mammals peculi.ar to each 
locality. About half-pjist five the first glimmer of 
light becomes perceptible ; it slowly becomes lighter, 
and then increases so rapidly that at about a quarter 
to six it seems full daylight. For the next quarter 
of an hour this changes very little in character ; when, 
suddenly, the sun’s rim appears above the horizon, 
decking the dew-laden foliage with glittering gems, 
sending gleams of golden light far into the woods, and 
waking up all nature to life and activity. Birds chirp 
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and flutter about, parrots sc^ain, monkeys chatter, 
bees liiim among the flowers, and gorgeous butterflies 
flutter lazily along or sit^ with full expanded wings 
exposed to the warm and invigorating rays. The first 
hour of morning in the equatorial regiorife possesses a 
charm and a beauty that can never be forgotten. All 
ufiture seems refreshed and strengthened by the cool- 
ness and moisture of the past night, new leaves and 
buds unfold almost before the eye, and fresh shoots 
may often be observed to have grown many inches 
since the preceding day. The teinj^eiuture is the most 
delicious conceivable. The slight chill of early dawn, 
which was itself agreeable, is succeeded by an invigorat- 
ing warmth ; and the intense sunshine lights up the 
glorious vegetation of the tropics, and realises all that 
the magic art of the painter or the glowing words of 
the poet have pictured as their ideals of terrestrial 
beauty.’' 

Or take Dean Stanley's <lescription of the colossal 
statues of Amenophis III., the Memnon of the Greeks, 
at Thebes — “ The sun was setting, the African range 
glowed i*ed behind them ; the green -fdain was dyed 
with a deeper green beneath them, and the shades of 
evening veiled the vast rents and fissui‘(*s in their aged 
frames. As I looked back at them in the sunset, and 
they rose up in front of the background of the mountain, 
they seemed, indeed, as if they were part of it, — as if 
they ]>tflonged to some natural creation." 

But I must not indulge myself in more quotations, 
though it is difficult to stop. Such ])ictures recall the 
memojy of many glorious days : for the advantages of 
travels last through life ; and often, as we sit at liome, 
“ some bright an<l perfect view of Venice, of Genoa, or 
of Monte liosa comes back on you, as full of repose as 
a day wisel}' spent in travel." ’ 

^ Helps. 
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So far is a thoroiigll love and enjoyment of travel 
from interfering with the love of honu*, that perhaps no 
one can thoroughly enjoy hi# home who does not some- 
times wamler away. They are like exertion and rest, 
each the complement of the other ; so that, though it 
may seem paradoxical, one of the gi'catest pleasures of 
travel is the return ; and no one who has not roamed 
abroad, can realise the devotion which the wanderer 
feels for Domiduca — the sweet and gentle goddess who 
watches over our coming home. 



CHAPTER VIII 

TIIH PLEASITRKS of HOME 


“There’s no place like Home .” — Old English Song. 

It may well be doubted which is more delightful, — to 
start for a holiday which has been fully earned, or to 
return home from one which has been thoroughly 
enj/Dyed ; to find oneself, with renewed vigour, with a 
fresh store of memories and ideas, back once more by 
one’s own fireside, with one’s family, friends, and books. 

“ To sit at home,” says Leigh Hunt, “ with an old 
folio (]) book of romantic yet credible voyages and travels 
Ho read, an old bearded traveller for its hero, a fireside in 
ait old country house to read it by, curtains drawn, and 
just wind enough stirring out of doors to make an 
accompaniment to the billows or forests we are read- 
ing of — this surely is one of the perfect moments of 
existence,” 

It is no doubt a great privilege to visit foreign 
countries ; to travel say in Mexico or Peru, or to cruise 
among the Pacific Islands ; but in some respects the 
narratives of early travellers, the histories of Prescott 
or the voyages of Captain Cook, are even more interest- 
ing; describing to us, as they do, a state of society 
which was then so unlike ours, but which has now been 
,much changed and Europeanised, 

78 



CHAP. VIII 'fHE PLEASURES OF HOME 79 

Thus wc liiay make lour daily travels interesting, 
even though, like those of the Vicar of Wakefield, all 
our adventures are by our#owii fireside, and all our 
migrations from one room to another. 

Moreover,.- even if the beauties of home are humble, 
they are still infinite, and a man “ may lie in his bed, 
like Pompey and his sons, in all quarters of the earth.” ^ 

It is, then, wise to “ cultivate a talent very fortunate 
for a man of my disposition, that of travelling in my 
easy chair ; of transporting myself, without stirring 
from my parlour, to distant places and to absent 
friends ; of drawing scenes in m}^ mimrs eye ;«and of 
peopling them with the groups of fancy, or the socujty 
of remembrance.”- 

AVe may indeed secure for ourselves endless variety 
without leaving our own firesides. 

In the first ])lace, the succession of seasons multi- 
plies every home. How different is the view from our 
windows as we look on the tender green of spring, ftie 
rich foliage of summer, the glowing tints of autumn, or 
the delicate tracery of winter. 

Our climate is so happy, that even in the worst 
months of the year, ‘^calm mornings of sunshine visit, 
us at times, appearing like glimpses of depui-led sprikg 
amid the wilderness of wet and windy days that lead 
to winter. It is pleasant, when these interludes of 
silvery light occur, to ride into the woods and see 
how w'onderful are all the colours of decay. Over- 
head, the elms and chestnuts hang their wealth of 
golden leaves, while the beeches darken into russet 
tones, and the wild cherry glows like blood-red wine. 
In the hedges crimson haws and sciirlet hips are 
wreathed with hoary clematis or necklaces of coral 
briony-berries ; the brambles burn with mapy-colonred 
flames ; the dog-wood is bronzed to puqde ; and here 
^ Sir T. Browne. Mackenzie, The Lounger, 
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and there the spindie-wood jlits forth its fruit, like 
knots of rosy buds, on delicate frail twigs. Under- 
neath lie hillen leaves, an4 the brown bracken rises to 
our kneefe as we thread the forest paths.” ^ 

Nay, every day gives us a successiou of glorious 
pictures in never-ending variety. It is remarkable 
how few people seem to derive any pleasure from the 
beauty of the sk 5 ^ Gray, after describing a sunrise — 
how it began with a slight whitening, just tinged with 
gold and blue, lit up all at once by a little line of in- 
sufferable brightness which rapidh^ to half an orb, 
and so io a whole one too glorious to be distinctly seen 
— ^dds, “ 1 wonder whether any one ever saw it before. 
I hardly <)elieve it.” - 

No doubt from the dawn of poetry, the splendours 
of the morning and evening skies have delighted all 
those who have eyes to see. But we are espiicially 
indebted to Ruskin for enabling us more vividly to 
realise these glorious sky pictures. As he s^ys, in 
language almost as brilliant as the sky itself, the Avhole 
heaven, “from the zenith to the horizon, becomes one 
molten, mantling sea of color and fire ; every Idack bar 
turns into ma.ssy gold, every rii)plc and wave into uri* 
stllied, shadowless crimson, and purple, and scarlet, and 
colors for which there arc no words in language, and 
no ideas in the mind — things which can only be con 
ceived while they are visible ; the intense hollow blue 
of the uj)per sky melting through it all, showing here 
deej) and pure, and lightness ; there, modulated by the 
filmy, formless body of the transparent vapour, till it is 
lost imperceptibly in its crimson and gold.” 

It is in some cases indeed “ noi color but conflagra- 
tion,” and tliough the tints are richer and more varied 
towards morning and at sunset, the glorious kaleido- 
scope goes on all day long. Yet “ it is a strange thing 
^ J. A. Symouds. * Gray’s Letters. 
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how little in general p<i(f|)le know about the sky. It is 
the part of creation in which Nature has done more for 
the sake of pleasing man, mtfre for the sole and evident 
purpose of talking to him and teaching him, than in 
any other of ‘her works, and it is just the part in which 
we least attend to her. There are not many of her 
other works in which some more material or essential 
purpose than the mere pleasing of man is not answered 
by eveiy part of their organisation ; but every essential 
I)urpose of the sky might, so far as we know, be answered, 
if once in three days, or thereabouts, a great, ugly, black 
lain-cloud were brought up over the blue, antT every- 
thing well watered, and so all left blue again till itext 
time, with perhaps a film of morning and evening mist 
for dew. And instead of this, there is not a moment 
of any day of our lives when Nature is not producing 
scene after scene, picture after picture, glory after glory, 
and working still upon such exquisite and constant pj^in- 
ciplest)f the most perfect beauty, that it is (piite certoin 
it is all done for us, and intended for our perpetual 
pleasure/’ ^ 

Nor docs the beauty end with the day. “Is it 
nothing to sleep under the cano})y of heaven, where we' 
have the globe of the earth for our place of repose, a^d 
the gloi’ies of the heavens for our spectacle ? ” “ For 
my part 1 alwa\ s regret the custom of shutting up our 
rooms in the evening, as though there was nothing 
worth seeing outside. What, however, can be more 
beautiful than to “look how the floor of heaven is 
thick iidaid with patines of bright gold,” or to ’watch 
the moon journeying in calm and silver glory through 
the night. And ev<?\i if we do not feel that “the man 
M'ho has seen the rising moon break out of the clouds 
at midnight, has been present like an ArchungeA at the 
creation of light and of the world,” still “ the stars 
’ Kuskin. *•* Seneca. ^ Emerson. 

G 
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say something significant to all of us : and each man 
has a whole hcniisphore of them, if he will but look up, 
to counsel and befriend for it is not so much, 

as Helps elsewhere observes, “in guiding us over the 
seas of our little planet, but out of the ilark W'aters of 
our own perturbed minds, that we may make to our- 
selves the most of their significiincc.” Indeed, 

Ilow lieautilul is niglit I 
A dowy IVesiiiiess lills the silent air ; 

No mist obscures, nor cloml, nor speck, nor stiiin, 

Breaks the serene of Ijcavcn : 

In full orbc.d glory 3'onder tnoon divine 
liolls Ihrongli the dark blue th pths ; 

Beneath her steady ray 
The deS(*rt circle .spreads, 

Like the round ocean, girdhsl with the sky ; 

How beautiful is night ! ” - 

have never wondered at tho.so wlio worshipped the 
sun and moon. 

On the other hand, wlicn all outside i.s dark and 
cold ; when perhaps 

“Outside fall the .snowHakes lightly ; 

Through the night loud raves tin* .storm ; 

111 my room tlie fire glows brightly, 

And ’tis cosy, .silent, warm. 

Musing sit I on the .settle 

By the firelight’.s clieerful blaze, 

Listening to the busy kettle 

llurnniiug long- forgotten lays.”® 

For after all the true ploasiues of home are not 
without, hut within ; and “ the domestic man w'ho 
loves no nufsic so w<dl as his own kitchen clock and the 

^ Helps. Southey. 

® Heine, trann. by E. A. Bowring, 



THE rLEASUKES OF HOME 


83 


CH^P. VI II 

airs whicli the loi^^s sin^ t<> liitn as tliey burn on the 
hearth, has solares vvhirh olheivs never dieam of.” * 

We love tlie tickiiiLj of clock, and the flicker of 
the fire, like the sound of the cawing of rooks, not so 
much for any beauty of their own as for their associii 
lions. 

It is a great truth that wbeii we retiie into our- 
selves we can call U]> wliat memories we please, 

“ How tlt'jir to vhis lujari aiv Uk* kc**!^ *, \»r my \ hil<lh<K»*l, 

Imul ro^'ollcct iuii iccall.s tht'in to view. -- 
Tlie orelianl, tlie the tlee]>-taii;L(le<l wihhvogd 

And every lov'd .sjiot which iiiy infancy knew.’"”’ 

It is not so much the 

“ Fireside enjoyments, 

And dll thv comforts of tlic lowly roof,”*' 

but rather, according to the higher and better ideal 

of Keble, 

‘•Sweet is the smile of home : the mutual look, 

\Vh«’n hearts are of caeli other sun* ; 

Sweet all the joy.s that crowd the iiouschold noi>k, 

'I’lii.' haunt of all aifections pure.” 

In ancient times, not only among savage races, but 
even among the (Jrecks themselves, there seems to 
have been but little family life. 

What a contrast the home life of the (treoks, as 
pictured by ancient writers, was to that, for instance, 
desci’ibcd by Cowley -a home hapj>y “in books and 
gardens,” and above all, in a 

“ Virtuous wife, whort- tliiuv dost lucot 
1‘ioth plca.surcs morr refnuHi and swoct ; 

'Pin* fairest gardt'ii in hor hxiks 
And in lua* mind the wisest books.” 


Kmersou, 


- "W^ood worth. 


Co w' per. 
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No one who has ever loved mother or wife, sister or 
daughter, can read without astonishment and pity St. 
Chrysostom’s description ^ of a woman as “a necessary 
evil, a natural teraptfition, a desirable calamity, a 
domestic peril, a deadly fascination, and a* painted ill.” 

In few respects has mankind made a greater advance 
than in the relations of men and women. It is terrible 
to think how women suffer in savage life ; and even 
among the intellectual Greeks, with rare exceptions, 
they seem to have been treated rather as housekeepers 
or playthings than as the Angels who make a Heaven 
of home. 

The pindoo proverb that you should “ never strike 
a wife, even wdth a flower,” though a considerable 
advance, tells a melancholy talc of what j^reviously 
must have been. 

In The Origin of Civilisation I have given many cases 
showing how small a jmrt family affection plays in 
savage life. Here I wdll only mention one case in 
illustration. The Algoncjuin (North America) language 
contained no word for “love,” so that wdiori the mis- 
sionaries translated the Bible into it they were obliged 
to invent one. What a life, and w^hat a language, 
without love ! 

Yet in marriage even the rough passion of a savage 
may contrast favourably with any c(jld calculation, 
which, like the enchanted hoard of the Nil )elu rigs, is 
almost sure to bring misfortune. In the Kalevala, the 
Finnish epic, the divine smith, Ilrnarinnen, forges a 
bride of gold and silver for Wainamoinen, w’ho was 
pleased at first to have so rich a w ife, but soon found 
her intolerably cold, for, in .sj)itc of fires and furs, 
whenever he touched her she froze him. 

Moreover, apart from mere coldness, how much we 
suffer fr*om foolish quarrels about tr ifles ; fi'oin mere 
misunderstandings ; from hasty words thoughtlessly 
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repeated, sopietimos witllout the context or tone which 
would have deprived them of any sting. How much 
would that charity which “llareth all things, believeth 
all things, hopeth all things, endureth all things,” effect 
to smooth away the sorrows of life and add to the 
happiness of home. Home indeed may be a sure haven 
of repose from the storms and ])crils of the world. But 
to secure this we must not be content to pave it with 
good intentions, but must make it bright and cheerful. 

If our life be one of toil and of suffering, if the 
world outside be oold and dreary, what a pleasure to 
return to the sunshine of happy faces and the tvarmth 
of hearts we love. 
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“ Hapjiy is he tliat findetli wiMlom, 

Aiuf ilie niaii that gcttcth nii(l(‘rstaii(ling : 

For tlie nierchaiKlise ()f it is better than silver, 

And the gain tliercof than iiii<* gold. 

She is more precious than rubies : 

And all the things thou canst desire arc not to be com- 
pared unto her. 

Length of days is in her riglit hand : 

And in her hd’t hand riches and honour. 

Her ways are ways of pleasantness, 

And all her i»ath.s aiv j>eaee.” 

PiiovKiins OF Solomon. 

Those who have not tiled for themselves can hardly 
imagine how much Science adds to the interest and 
variety of life. It is altogetlier a mistake to regard it 
as dry, difficult, or prosaic — much of it is .as easy as it 
is interesting. A wise instinct of old united the pro- 
phet and the ‘‘seer.’^ “The wise man\s eyes are in 
his head, hut the fool walketh in darkness.’’ Technical 
works, descriptions of species, ^^tc., hear the same 
relation to science as (lictioiiarics do to literature. 

Occasiorfally, indeed, Science may destroy some 

^ The substance of this was delivered at Mason College, Birming- 
ham. 
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jmctical nij th of such as tlu; ancient Hindoo 

explanation of riveivs, that “ India dug out their beds 
with his thunderbolts, and %jent them forth )»y long 
continuous paths ; but the real causes of natural 
phenomena are far more striking, and contain more 
true poetiy, than those which have occurred to tim 
untrained imagination of mankind. 

In endless aspects science is as wonderful and 
intciesting as a fairy tale. 

“There are things wliose strong reality 
OutsliineH our fairyland ; in shaju; and hues 
More beautiful than oiir hiiitastie, sky, 

And the strange constellations which the Muse 
O'er her wild uiiivor.se is skilful to ditluse." ‘ 

Mackay justly exclaims : — 

“ blessings on Science ! ^Vhen t he (jarth seemed old, 

When Faith greiv doting, and our reason cold, 

’Twas she discovered that the world was young, 

And taught a language to its li.sping tongue.” 

Botany, for instance, is by many rcgai’ded as a dry 
science. Yet though without it we may admire flowers 
and trees, it is only as strangers, only as one may< 
admire a great man or a beautiful woman in a cro^il. 
The botanist, on the contrary nay, 1 will not say the 
botanist, but one with even a slight knowledge of that 
delightful science — when ho goes out into the woods, 
or into one of those fairy forests which we call fields, 
finds himself welcomed by a gla<l company of friends, 
every one with something interesting to tell. Dr. 
Johnson said that, in his opinion, when yon had seen 
one green field you •had seen them all ; and a greatei’ 
even than Johnson — Socrates — the very tv])c of intellect 
without science, said he was always anxit^iis to learn, 
and from fields and trees he could leM*n nothing. 

* Byron. 
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It has, I know, been said tlfet botanists 

“ Love not the flower OiC}* pluck ami know it not. 

And all their botany it but Latin names.” 

Contrast this, however, with the language of one who 
would hardly claim to be a master in botany, thougli 
lie is certainly a loving student. “Consider,'’ says 
Kuskin, “what we owe to the meadow grass, to the 
covering of the dark ground by that glorious enamel, 
by the companies of those soft, countless, and peaceful 
spears of the field ! Follow but for a little time the 
though^ of all that we ought to recognise in those 
words. All spring and summer is in them — the walks 
by silenti scented paths, the rest in noonday heat, the 
joy of the herds and flocks, the power of all shepherd 
life and meditation ; the life of the sunlight upon the 
world, falling in emerald streaks and soft blue shadows, 
when else it would have struck on the dark mould or 
scdfching dust ; pastures beside the pacing brooks, soft 
banks and knolls of lowly hills, thymy slo])es of down 
overlooked by the blue line of lifted sea ; crisp lawns 
all dim with eai*ly dew, or smooth in evening warmth 
of barred sunshine, dinted by happy feet, softening in 
tljeir fall the sound of loving voices.” 

My own tastes and studies have led me mainly in 
the direction of Natural History and Ai chivology ; but 
if you love one science, you cannot but feel intense 
interest in them all. How grand are the truths of 
Astronomy ! Prudhomme, in a sonnet, beautifully 
translated by Arthur O’Shaughnessy, has i)icturod an 
Observatory, Ho says — 

“ Tis late ; the astronomer in liw lonely lieiglit, 
Exploring all the dark, descries afar 
Orbs that like distant isles of si)lendour are.” 

He notices a comet, and calculating its orbit, finds that 
^it will return in a thousand years — 
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“The star will come. 5 It dare not by one hour 
Cheat Science, or falsify her calculation ; 

Hen will have passed, but, watchful in the tower, 

Man shall remain in slfepless contemplation ; 

And should all men have perished in their turn, 

Truth in their place would watch that star’s return.” 

Krnest Jihys well says of a .student’s cliariiber — ^ 

“ Strange things pass nightly in this little room, 

All dreary as it looks by li^dit of day ; 

Enchantment reigns here when at evening play 
Rcil liie-light glimpses through the pallid gloom.” 

And the true student, in Ttuskin’s words, stances on an 
eniinence from which he looks hack on the universe of 
(lod and forward over the generations of men* 

Even if it be true that science was dry when it was 
buried in huge folios, that is certainly no longer the 
case now ; and Lord Chesterfield’s wise wisli, that 
Minerva might have three Graces as well as Venus, 
has b^en amply fulfilled. 

The study of natural history, indeed, seems destined 
to replace the loss of what is, not very ha])pily 1 think, 
termed “ sport ” ; engraven in ns though it is by the* 
operation of thousands of years, during which man lived^ 
gi'catly on tlie ])roduco of the chase. Game is gradu;|jly 
becoming “ small by degrees and beautifully less.” Our 
juohistoric ancestors hunted the Mammoth, tlm woolly- 
haired Kliinoceros, and the Irish Elk ; the ancient 
llritons had the wild ox, the bear, the deer, and the 
wi)lf. We liave still the grouse, the partridge, the fox, 
and the hare ; ])ut oven these are becoming scarcer, 
and must be preserved first, in order that they may he 
killed afterwards. jSomc of us even now — and more, 
no doubt, will hereafter — satisfy instincts, essentially 
of the same origin, by the study of birds, or insects, 
or even iiifusoria~of creatures which inorx) than make 
up by their variety what they want in size. 
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Emerson avers that when if naturalist lias “ got all 
snakes and lizards in his phials, science has done for 
him also, and has put thf man into a bottle.’* I do 
not deny that there are such cases, but they iirc quite 
excejitional. The true naturalist is no mere dry 
collector. 

1 cannot resist, although it is rather long, quoting 
the following description from Hudson and Gosse’s 
beautiful work on the Kotifera : — 

“On the Somersetshire side of the Avon, and not 
far from Clifton, is a little combe, at the bottom of 
which kes an old fish-pond. Its slopes are covered 
with plantations of beech and fir, so as to shelter the 
pond on <.hree sides, and yet lea\'e it open to the soft 
south-western breezes, and to the afternoon sun. At 
the head of the combe wells up a clear spring, which 
sends a thread of water, trickling through a bed of 
osiers, into the upper end of the pond. A stout stone 
wall has been drawn across the combe from side to 
side, so as to dam up the stream ; and there is a gap 
in one corner through which the overflow finds its way 
'in a miniature cascade, down into the lower plantation. 

“ If we approach the pond by the gamekeeper’s path 
from the cottage above, we shall pass through the 
plantation, and come unseen right on the corner of the 
wall ; so that one quiet step will enable us to see at a 
glance its whole surface, without disturbing any living 
thing that may be there. 

“ Far off* at the upper end a water-hen is leading her 
little brood among the willows ; on the fallen trunk of 
an old beech, lying half way across the pond, a vole 
is sitting erect, rubbing his right eftr, and the splash of 
a beech husk just at our feet tells of a squirrel who is 
dining soraeyvhere in the leafy crown above us. 

“But see, the water-rat has spied us out, and is 
making straight for his hole in the bank, while the 
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I'ipplt^ ii))()vc liini is tlie only thing that tells of his 
silent flight. The water-hen has long ago got under 
cover, and the scpiirrel droits no more husks. Jt is a 
true vSilent Pond, and without a sign of life. 

“ But if, retaining sense and sight, we could shrink 
into living atoms and plunge under the water, of w^hat 
a world of wondei's should we then form part ! \V(^ 

should find this fairy kingdom j)eo]jletl with the 
strangest creatures — creatures that swim with their 
hair, that have ruby eyes blazing decj) in their necks, 
with telescopic liml)s that now aie withdiawn wholly 
within their bodies and now stretched out 00 many 
times their own length. Here are some riding at 
anchor, moored by delicate threads spun oiitIVom their 
toes ; 4 rid there are others flashing l>y in glass aimiour, 
bristling w’itli sharj) spikes or ornamcntcHl with bosses 
and flowing curves ; wdiile fastened to a green stem is 
an animal convolvulus that, by some invisible ])oy^er, 
tlrawff a never-ceasing stream of victims into its gaping 
cup, and tears them to death with hookdl jaws deep 
down within its body. 

Close by it, on the same stem, is something thaf 
h>oks like a filmy hcart’s-ease. A curious wheelwork 
runs round its four outspread petals ; and a chaiff of 
minute things, living and dead, is winding in and out 
of their curves into a gulf at the back of the flower. 
What happens to them there we cannot see ; for round 
the stem is raised a tube of golden-brown l)alls, all 
regularly piled on each other. Some creature dashes 
by, and like a Hash the flower vanishes within its tube. 

“We sink still lower, and now see on the bottom 
slow gliding lump.s*of jelly that tliriist a shaj)eless arm 
out where they will, and grasping their prey with these 
chance limbs, wrap themselves round thei#* food to get 
a meal ; for they creep without feet, seize without 
hands, eat without mouths, and digest without stomachs^” 
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Too many, however, still f^el only in Nature that 
which we share “ with the weed and the worm ” ; they 
love birds as boys do — fliat is, they love throwing 
stones at them ; or wonder if they are good to eat, as 
the Esquimaux asked about the watch ; or treat them 
as certain devout Afreedee villagers are said to have 
treated a descendant of the Prophet — killed him in 
order to worship at his tomb : but gradually we may 
hope that the love of Science — the notes “ we sound 
upon the strings of nature ” ~ will become to more and 

more, as already it is to many, a faithful and sacred 
element 'of human feeling. 

Science summons us 

Vi 

‘To that catliedral, boundless as our wonder, 

Whose quenchless lamps the sun and moon supjdy ; 

Its choir the winds and waves, its organ thunder, 

Its dome the sky.” 

Where the untrained eye will see nothing but mire 
and dirt, Science will often reveal exquisite possibilities. 
The mud we tread under our feet in the street is a 
'grimy mixture of clay and sand, soot and water. 
.Separate the sand, however, as Kiiskin observes — let 
the atoms arrange tliemselves in peace according to 
their nature — and you have the 0]>al. Se])aratc the 
clay, and it becomes a white earth, fit for the finest 
porcelain ; or if it still further purifies itself, you 
have a sapphire. 'Fake the soot, and if properly treated 
it will give you a diamond. While, lastly, the water, 
purified and distilled, will become a dew-drop, or 
crystallise into a lovely stjir. Or, again, you may sec 
as you will in any shallow pool either the mud lying at 
the bottom, or the image of the heavens above. 

Nay, even if we imagine beauties and charms which 
do not really exist ; still if we err at all, it is better to 
^ Emerson. * H. Smith. 
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do so on the side of charity ; like Nasmyth, who tells 
us in his delightful autobiography, that he used to think 
one of his friends had a chinning and kindly twinkle, 
and was one day surj^rised to discover that he had a 
glass eye. 

But I should err indeed were I to dwell exclusively 
on science as lending interest and charm to our leisure 
hours. Far from this, it would be impossible to over- 
rate the importance of scientific training on the wise 
conduct of life. 

“Science,” Siiid the Koyal Commission of 1861, 
“ (|uickens and cultivates directly the faculty of*observa- 
tion, which in very many persons lies almost dorHiant 
through life, the power of accurate and rapid ^jeneralisa- 
tion, and the mental habit of method and an angement ; 
it accustoms young persons to trace the sequence of 
cause and eflect; it familiarises them with a kind of 
reasoning which interests them, and which they^can 
promptly comprehend ; and it is perhaps the best 
corrective for that indolence whi(di is the vice of 
half -awakened minds, and which shrinks from any 
exertion that is not, like an effort of memory, merely* 
mechanical.” 

Again, when we contemplate the grandeur of scieffee, 
if we transport ourselves in imagination back into 
primeval times, or away into the immensity of space, 
our little troubles and sorrows seem to shrink into 
insignificance. “ Ah, beautiful crejitions ! ” says Helps, 
s})eaking of the stars, “ it is not in guiding us over the 
seas of our little planet, but out of the dai’k waters of 
our own perturbed minds, that we may make to our- 
selves the most of ^M)ur significance.” They teach, he 
tells us elsewhere, “ something significant to all of us ; 
and each man has a whole hemisphere o4 them, if he 
will but look up, to counsel and befriend him.” 

There is a passage in an address given many yeaij 
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ago by Professor Huxley to the 'South London Working 
Men’s College which struck me very much at the time, 
and which puts this in lan^Iiage more forcible than any 
which I could use. 

Suppose,” lie said, “it were jierfectly certain that 
the life and fortune of every one of us would, one day 
or other, depend upon his winning or losing a game of 
chess. Don’t you think that we should all consider it 
to be a primary duty to learn at least the names and 
the moves of the pieces 1 Do you not think that wa 
should look with a disapprobation amounting to scorn 
upon th^> father who allowed his son, or the State which 
allowed its members, to gi-ow up without knowing a 
pawn from a knight ? Y^et it is a very plain and 
elementary truth that the life, the fortune, and the 
happiness of every one of us, and more or less of those 
who are connected with us, do depend upon our know- 
ing something of the rules of a game infinitely more 
difficult and complicated than chess. It is a game ‘.vliich 
has been ])layed for untold ages, every man and wonuin 
of us being one of the two players in a game of his or 
her own. The chessboard is the world, the pieces aic 
^he phenomena of the Universe, the rules of the game 
are what we call the laws of Nature. The player on 
the other side is hidden from us. We know that his 
play is always fair, ju.st, and patient. But also we 
know to our cost that he never overlooks a mistake or 
makes the smallest allowance for ignorance. To the 
man who plays well tlie highest stakes are paid, with 
that sort of overflowing generosity whicli with the 
strong shows delight in strength. And one who plan's 
ill is checkmated — without haste, bVit without remorse.” 

I have elsewhere ^ endeavoured to show the purifying 
and ennoblifjg influence of science upon religion ; how 
it has assisted, if indeed it may nut claim the main 
^ The Origin of Ckilisation, 
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share, in sweeping away the dark superstitions, the 
degrading l>elief in sorcery and witchcraft, and the 
cruel, however well-intentioSed, intolerance which era- 
bittered the Christian world almost from the very days 
of the Apostles. In this she has surely performed no 
mean service to religion itself. As Canon Fremantle 
has Avell and justly said, men of science, and not the 
clergy only, are ministers of religion. 

Again, the national necessity for scientific education 
is im])erative. \Vc are aj)t to forget how much we owe 
to science, because so many of its wonderful gifts have 
become familiar parts' of our everyday life, tlfat their 
very value makes us forget their origin. At the reftent 
celebration of the sexcentenary of Peterhouse College, 
near the close of a long dinner, Sir Frederick Bi*amwell 
was called on, some time after midnight, to return 
thanks for Applied Science. He excused himself from 
making a long speech on the ground that, though ^he 
subject, was almost inexhaustible, the only illustration 
which struck him as appropriate under the circumstances 
was ‘Mho ap]fiication of a domestic liicifer to a bed- 
room candle.’^ One cannot luit feci how unfortunate 
was the saying of the poet that 

“The light-outs|tmling telegrujrh 
boars nothing on its hoani.” 

The report of the IJoyal Commission on Technical 
Instruction, which has recently been issued, teems with 
illustrations of the advanUges afforded by technical 
instruction. At the same time, technicid training 
ought not to begin too soon, for, as Bain truly observes, 
“in a right view •of scientific education the first 
principles and leading cxainjfies, with select detfxils, of 
all the great sciences, are the proper lusis of the 
complete and exhaustive study of any single science.’^ 
Indeed, in the words of Sir John Hcrschel, “ it cai^ 
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hardly be pressed forcibly enough on the attention of 
the student of Nature, that there is scarcely any 
natural phenomenon whicfrcan be fully and completely 
explained in all its circumstances, without a union of 
several, perhaps of all, the sciences.” The most im- 
portant secrets of Nature are often hidden away in 
unexpected places. Many valuable substances have 
been discovered in the refuse of manufactories ; and it 
was a happy thought of Glauber to examine what every- 
body else threw away. There is perhaps no nation 
the future happiness and prosperity of which depend 
more oh science than our own. 'Our po})ulation is over 
40,000,000, and is rapidly increasing. Even at present 
it is far larger than our acreage can support. Few 
people whose business docs not Ho in the study of 
statistics realise that we have to pay foreign countries 
more than £200,000,000 a year for food. This, of 
course, we purchase mainly by manufactured articles. 
We hear even now a great deal about depression of 
trade, and foreign, especially American, competition ; 
but let ns look forward a hundred years — no long time 
in the history of a nation. Our coal supplies will then 
be greatly diminished. The population of Great 
Britain doubles at the j>resent rate of incr-easo in about 
fifty years, so that we should, if the present rate 
continues, require to import over £500,000,000 a year 
in food. Hoav, then, is this to be paid for? W(3 Live 
before us, as usual, three courses. The natural rate of 
increase may be stopped, whicli means sufiering and 
outrage ; the population may increase, only to vegetate 
in misery and destitution ; or, lastly, by the develop- 
ment of scientific training and jtppliances, they may 
probably be maintained in happiness and comfort. Wc 
have, in fact, to make our choice between science and 
suffering. It is only by wisely utilising the gifts of 
.science that we have any hope of maintaining our 
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population in plenty and comfort. Science, however, 
will do this for us if we will only let her. She may be 
no Fairy (xodmother indeed, •but she will richly endow 
those who love her. 

That discoveries, innumerable, marvellous, and fruit- 
ful, await the successful explorers of Nature no one can 
doubt. “ \\"e are so far,” sa3’s Locke, “from being 
admitted into tlie secrets of Nature, tliat we scarce so 
much as apj)roach the first entrance towards them.” 
What wr)uld one not give for a Science primer of the 
next century ? for, to jiaraphrase a well-known saying, 
even the boy at the ])lough will then know ?nore of 
science than the wisest of our philosophers do ifow. 
Boyle entitled one of hi.s essavs “ Of Marfs great 
Ignorance of tlui Uses of Natural Things ; or that there 
is no one thing in Nature whereof the uses to human 
life arc yet ihorouglily understood ” — a saying which is 
still as tiue now as when it was written. And, legt I 
should be supposed to he taking too sanguim* a view, 
let mo give the authority of Sir dohn llerschel, who 
says ; “ Since it cannot Imt he that innumerable and 
most important uses remain to he discovereil among the 
materials an<l objects already known to us, as well as* 
among those Avhich the progi-css of science mTist 
hereafter disclose, we niav hence conceive a wcll- 
groundeil expectation, not only of constant increase in 
the physical resources of miinkind, and the consequent 
im])rovement of their condition, hut of continual 
accession to our powei’ of ])ciietrating into the arcana 
of Nature and liecorning acipiainted with her highest 
laws.” 

Nor is it merely* in a material ])oint of view that 
science Avould thus benefit the nation. She will raise 
and strengthen the national, as .surely as th% individual, 
character. The great gift which Minerva offered to 
Paris is now freely tendered to all, for we may apply^ 

H 
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to the nation, as well as to the individual, Tennyson^s 
noble lines : — 

“ Self-reverence, self-knowledge, self-control : 

These three alone lead life to sovereign power, 

Yet not for power (power of herself 

Would come uncalled for), but to liv(i by law ; 

Acting the law we live by without fear." 

“In the vain and foolish exultation of the heart,” 
said John Quincey Adams, at the close of his final 
lecture on resigning liis chair at Boston, “which the 
brighter prospects of life will somotimes excite, the 
pciKjivo portress of Science shall call you to the sober 
pleasures*of her holy cell. In the mortification of dis- 
appointment, her soothing voice shall whisi)er serenity 
and peace. In social converse with the mighty dead of 
ancient days, you will never smart under the galling 
serjse of dependence nj)on the mighty living of the pre- 
sent age. And in your struggles with the world, chould 
a crisis ever occur, wlnni even friendship may deem it 
prudent to desert you, when ]>riest atid Levite shall 
* come and look on you and pass by on the other side ; 
4 seek refuge, and he assured you shall find it, in the 
friendship of Ljelius and Scipio, in the yiatriotism of 
Cicero, Demosthenes, and Burlce, as well as in the firti- 
cepts and example of Him whose law is love, and who 
taught us to remember injaries only to forgive them.” 

Let me, in conclusion, quote the glowing description 
of our debt to science given by Archdeacon Farrar in 
his address at Liverpool College — testimony, moreovei*, 
all the more valuable, considering the source from which 
it comes. '• 

“ In this great commercial city,” he said, “ where 
you are surrounded by the triumphs of science and of 
mechanism — you, whose river is ])loughed by the great 
^steamships whose white wake has been called the fittest 
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avenue to the palace front of a mercantile people— you 
know well that in the achievements science there is 
not only beauty and wondir, but also beneficence and 
power. It is not only that she has revealed to us 
infinite space crowded with unnumbered worlds ; infinite 
time peopled by unnumbered existences ; infinite organ- 
isms hitherto invisible but full of delicate and iridescent 
loveliness ; but also that she has been, as a great Arch- 
angel of Mercy, devoting hei'self to the service of man. 
She has laboured, her votaries have laboured, not to 
increase the power of despots or add to the magnificence 
of courts, but to extend human happiness, to «conomise 
human elVort, to extinguish human ]«un. Where of old, 
men toiled, half blinded and half naked, irf the mouth 
of the glowing furnace to mix the wliite-hot iron, she 
now sul).stitiites the mechanical action of tin; viewless 
air. She has enlisted the sunbeam in her service to 
limn for us, with absolute fidelity, the faces of the 
friends we love. She has shown the poor miner how 
he may work in safety, even amid the explosive fire- 
damp of the mine. She has, ])y her aiifcsthetics, enabled 
the siifierer to bo hushed and unconscious Avhile thlh 
delicate hand of some skilled operator cuts a fragmeiit 
from the nervous circle of the un(|uivering eye. •She 
points not to pyramids built duritig Aveary centuries by 
the sAveat of miserable nations, hut to the lighthouse 
and the steamship, to the railroad and the telegraph. 
She has restored eyes to the blind and heiiring to the 
deaf. She has lengthened life, she lias minimised 
danger, she has controlled madness, she has trampled 
on disease. And on all these grounds, I think that 
none of our sons riiould grow np Avholly ignorant of 
studies which at once train the reason and fire the 
imagination, which fashion as well as foijge, which can 
feed as well as fill the mind.” 
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“No pleasure is comparable to the standing u]>on the van tag ‘ 
ground of tn^tli.” — Bacon. 

“ Divine Philosophy ! 

Not harsh and crabbed as dull fools suppose, 

But musical as is Apollo’s lute, 

And a [)erpetual feast of nectar’d sweets 
Where no crude surfeit reigns.” — Milton. 

It may seem rather surprising to include education 
among the pleasures of life ; for in too many cases it is 
made odious to the young, and is supposed to cease 
with school ; while, on the contrary, if it is to he really 
sucefessful it must be suitable, and therefore interesting, 
to children, and must last through life. The very pro^ 
cess of acquiring knowledge is a privilege and a lilessing. 
It used to be said that there was no royal road to learn- 
ing : it would be more true to say that the avenues 
leading to it are all royal. 

“It is not,” says Jeremy Taylor, “the eye that sees 
the beauties of heaven, nor the ear that hears the 
sweetness of music, or the glad tidirfgs of a jirosperous 
accident ; but the soul that perceives all the relishes of 
sensual and (intellectual perceptions : and the more 
noble and excellent the soul is, the greater and more 
sayoury are its perceptions. And if a child behold the 

100 
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rich ermiiio, or the diamonds of a starry night, or the 
order of the world, or hears t^e tliscourses of an apostle ; 
because he makes no leflex act on himself and sees not 
what he sees, he can have but the pleasure of a fool or 
the deliciousness of a mule/' 

“ I call a corn[)lete and generous education," said 
Milton, “that which fits a man to perform justly, skil- 
fully, and magnanimously all the offices, both private 
and pu])lic, of peace and war." 

Herein lies tlie iin])ortance of education. I say 
education rather than ijistniction, because it is far more 
important to cultivate the mind than to sV)re the 
memoiy. Instniction is only a part of ediicfition f the 
true teacher has been well described by Montgomery : 

“ And while in tones of sportive tenderness, 

He answer’d all its <piestions, and ask’d others 
As 8im})lc as its own, yet wisely framed 
To wake and prove an infant’s faculties ; 

As though its iniud were some sweet instrument, 

And he, with hreath and touch, were iinding out 
What stops or keys would yield the richest music.” 

Studies are a means and not an end. “ To spend^toS 
much time in studies is slotli ; to use them too much 
for ornament is ah'ectation ; to make judgment wholly 
by their rules is the humour of a scdiolar : they perfect 
nature, and are perfected hy experience. . . . Crafty 
men contemn studies, simple men admire them, and 
wise men use them." ' 

Moreover, though, as Mill says, “ in the comparatively 
early state of huinan development in which we now 
live, a person cannot indeed feel that entireness of 
sympathy with all others which would make any real 
discordance in the general direction of thAr conduct in 
life impossible," yet education might surely do more to 
^ Uacou. 
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root in us the feeling of unity with our fellow-creatures. 
At any rate, if 'we do not^study in this spirit, all our 
learning will but leave us as weak aiid sad as Faust. 

Our studies should be neither “ a couch on which to 
rest ; nor a cloister in which to promenade alone ; nor a 
tower from which to look down on others ; nor a fortress 
whence we may resist them ; nor a workshop for gain 
and merchandise ; but a rich armoury and treasury for 
the glory of the creator and the ennoblement of life.” ^ 

For in the noble words of Epictetus, “ you will do 
the groajhest service to the state if you shall raise, not 
the roofs of the houses, but the souls of the citizens : 
for it is better that great souls should dwell in small 
houses rather than for mean slaves to lurk in great 
houses.” 

It is, then, of great importance to consider whether 
our present system of education is the one best calculated 
to fulfil these great objects. Does it really give that 
love of learning which is better than learning itself % 
Does all the study of the classics to which our sons 
devote so inaii}'^ years give any just appreciation of 
Jhem ; or do they not on leaving college too often feel 
witfe Byron — 

“Then farewell, Horace; whom I hated so !” 

Too much concentration on any one subject is a great 
mistake, especially in early life. Nature lierself indicates 
the true system, if we would but listen to her. Our 
instincts are good giuMes, though not infallible, and 
children will profit little by lessons which do not interest 
them. In cheerfulness, says Pliny, is the success of our 
studies — “ studia hilaritate provenhint ” — and we may 
with advantage take a lesson from Theognis, who, in 
his Ode on the Marriage of Cadmus and Harmonia, 
makes the Muses sing : 


^ Bacon. 
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“ Whal is good and fair, 

Shall ever be our care ; 

Thus the burden of it tang, 

That shall never be our care, 

Which is neither good nor fair. 

Such were the words your lips immortal sang/’ 

There are some who seem to think that our educa- 
tiomal system is as good as possible, and that the only 
remaining points of importance are the iiiiml)er of 
schools and scholars, the question of fees, the relation 
of voluntary and board schools, etc. “ No doubt, sfiys 
Mr. Syrnonds, in his i^keiche.'i in Jtaly and OrmM, “ there 
are many who think that when we not; only advocate 
education but dis(niss the best system we lire simply 
bcaLi7ig the air; that our population is as happy and 
cultivated as can be, and that no substantial advance is 
really possible. Hiv F. Chilton, however, has expressed 
the opinion, and most of those who have written on the 
sociiM condition of Athens seem to agree with him, that 
the po[)nlation of Athens, taken as a whole, was as 
superior to us as wc are to Au.stralian savages.” 

Tiiat there is, indeed, some truth in this, probably 
no student of Cl reek history will deny. M hy, theii^ 
should this be so 1 I cannot but think that our syftem 
of education has ))een partly rc.s]M)nsible. 

This is no new complaint, Ascham, in The School- 
maafer, long ago lamented it; Milbrn, in his letter to 
Mr. Samuel llartlib, com]»laiiied ‘‘that our children are 
forced to stick unreasonably in these grammatick flats 
and shallows”; and observes that, “though a linguist 
should pride himself to have all the tongues Dabel cleft 
the world into, yet, if he have not studied the solid 
things in them as well as the words and lexicons, he 
were nothing so much to be esteemed a» learned man 
as any yeoman or tradesman competently wise in his 
mother dialect only ” ; and Locke complained tl^t 



104 


THE PLEASURES OF LIFE ^ 


PARX I 


“schools fit iis for the university rather than for the 
world.” Commission after commission, committee after 
committee, have reiterated the same complaint. How 
then do we stand now ? 

Sir M. E. Grant-Duff has expressed the opinion that 
a boy or girl of fourteen might reasonably be expected 
to “ read aloud clearly and agreeably, to write a large 
distinct round hand, and to know the ordinary rules of 
arithmetic, especially compound addition — a by no 
means universal accomplishment ; to s;[xjak and write 
French with ease and correctness, and have some slight 
ac(pxaint«^ncc with French literature ; to translate ad 
apcriaraiti lihri from an ordinary French or German 
book ; to fiavc a thoroughly good elementary knowledge 
of geography, under which are comprehended some 
notions of astronomy — enough to excite his curiosity ; 
a knowledge of the very broadest facts of geology and 
histpry — enough to make liim understand, in a clear 
but perfectly general way, how the larger features of 
the world he lives in, physical and political, came to be 
like what they are ; to have been trained from earliest 
infancy to use his powers of observation on j)lants, or 
Animals, or rocks, or other natural objects j and to have 
gatflered a general acquaintance with what is most 
supremely good in that portion of the more important 
English classics which is suitable to his time of life ; to 
have some rudimentary acquaintance with drawing and 
music.” 

Huxley^s view was, that “ Education should enable 
an average boy of fifteen or sixteen to read and write 
his own language with case and accuracy, and with a 
sense of literary excellence derived from the study of our 
classic writers ; to have a general acquaintance with the 
history of hi^; own country and with the great laws of 
social existence ; to have acquired the rudiments of 
tke physical and psychological sciences, and a fair 
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knowledge of elementary arithmetic and geometry. He 
should have obtained an acqi^intance with logic rather 
by example than by precei>t ; while the acquirement of 
the elements of music and drawing should have been 
pleasure rather than work.” 

To effect this, no doubt, “industry must be our 
oracle, and reason our Apollo,” as Sir T. Browne says ; 
but surely it is no unreasonaljle estimate ; yet how far 
do we fall short of it 1 General culture is often depre- 
cated because it is said that smatterings are useless. 
But there is all the difference in the world between 
having a smattering of, or btung well grounde& in, a 
subject. It is the latter which wc advocate — ^to trj’^to 
know, as Lord Brougham well said, “ everything of 
something, and something of everything.” 

“ It can hardly,” says Sir dolni llcrschel, “be pressed 
forcibly enough on the attention of the student of 
nature, that there is scarcely any natural phenomenon 
which can be fully and conqdetely explained, in all its 
circumstances, witliout a union of several, perhaps of 
all, the scieiu.’Oa.” 

The })resent system in most of our ])iiblic schools 
and colleges sacritiees everything else to Classics ajjd ' 
Mathematics. They are most important subjects, but 
ought not to exclude science and modern languages. 
Classics, even if an essential part of education, are not 
the whole : and the most profound classic scholar, if he 
has no knowledge of science, is but a half- educated man 
after all. Moreover, our sons too often leave college 
unable to speak either Latin or Greek, ami too often 
absolutely without aqy interest in classical history or 
literature. But the boy who has been educated without 
any training in science has grave reason to complain of 
“ wisdom at one entrance quite shut out.” 

By concentrating the attention, indeed, so much and 
80 early on one or two subjects, we defeat our owii< 
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object, and produce a feeling of distaste where we wish 
to create an interest. 

Our great mistake in education is, as it seems to 
me, the worship of book-learning — the confusion of 
instruction and education. We strain the memory 
instead of cultivating the mind. The children in our 
elementary schools are wearied by the mechanical act 
of writing, and the interminable intricacies of spelling ; 
they are oppressed by columns of dates, by lists of 
kings and places, which convey no definite idea to their 
minds, and have no near relation to their daily wants 
and occupations ; while in our public schools the siime 
unltoi-tunate results have been ])roduced by the weary 
monotony of Latin and Greek grammar. We are now, 
I hope and believe, adopting a wiser course, and en- 
deavouring to give our children a wholesome variety of 
mental food, and endeavouring to cultivate their tastes 
and stimulate their interests, rather tliaTi to fill their 
n)inds with dry facts. The important thing is not so 
much that every child should be taught, as that every 
child should ])e given the wish to learn. What does it 
matter if the pu[)il knows a little more or a little lesa^ 
A^boy who leaves school knowing much, but hating his 
lessons, will soon have forgotten almost all he ever 
learnt; while another who had aerjuired a thirst for 
knowledge, even if he had lenrnt little, wouhl soon 
teach himself more than the first ever knew. Children 
are by nature eager for information. They are always 
putting questions. This ought to be encouraged. In 
fact, we may to a groat extent trust to their instincts, 
and in that case they will do much to educate them- 
selves. Too often, however, the acquirement of know- 
ledge is placed before them in a form so irksome and 
fatiguing that all desire for information is choked, or 
even crushed out ; so that our schools, in fact, l>ecomo 
places for the discouragement of learning, and thus 
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produce the very o[)posite effect from that at which wo 
aim. In short, children shoijld 1)0 trained to observe 
and to think, for in that way there would bo opened out 
to them a source of the purest enjoyment for leisure 
hours, and the wisest jiidgnieiit in the work of life. 

“When I look back,” said Sir J. Fitch, “on my own 
life, and think on the long-past .‘school and college days, 

I know well tliat there is not a fact in history, not a 
formula in inathematic.s, not a rule in grammar, not a 
sweet and pleasant verse of 2 )oelry, not a truth in science 
which I ever learned, which has not come to me over 
and over again in the mo.st unexpected ways, and proved 
to be of greater use than I could e\ er have i>elieved. 
It has helj)od nw to understand better the l)Ooks I read, 
the history of (‘vonts which are occurring round me, 
and to make the whole outlook of life larger and more 
interesting.” 

Another point in which 1 venture to think that («r 
system of education might bo amended, is that it tends 
at present to give the impression that e^erything is 
known. 

Dr. Busljy is said to have kept his hat on in the 
presence of King (jharles, that the boys might ^e ‘ 
what a great man he was. I doubt, however, whether 
the boys were deceived by the hat ; and am very 
sceptical about Dr. lUisby’s theory of education. 

Mastei' John of Basingstoke, who was Archdeacon 
of Leicester in 12^2, learnt Greek during a visit to 
Athens, from Gonstantina, daughter of the Archbishop 
of Atho!is, and used to say afterw'ards that though he 
had studied well an^ diligently at the University of 
Paris, yet he learnt more from an Athenian maiden of 
twenty. We cannot all .study so ]>leasantly as this, but 
the main fault 1 find with Dr. Busby’s system is that it 
keeps out of, sight the great fact of human ignorance, 

Boya^ arc given the impression that the masters^ 
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know everything. If, on the contrary, the great lesson 
impressed on them wa^ that what we know is as 
nothing to what we do not know, that the “great 
ocean of truth lies all undiscovered befoi e us,” surely 
this would prove a great stimulus, and many would he 
nobly anxious to enlarge the boundaries of human 
knowledge, and extend the intellectual kingdom of man. 
Philosophy, says Aristotle, begins in wonder, for Iris is 
the child of Thaumas. 

Education ought not to cease when we leave school ; 
but if well begun there, will continue through life. 

Moreover, Avhatever our occupation or profession in 
life may^])e, it is most desirable to create for ourselves 
some other special interest. In the choice of a subject 
every one should consult his own instincts and intei ests. 
I will not attempt to suggest whether it is better to 
pursue art or science; whether we should study the 
mc^tes in the sunbeam, or the heavenly bodies them- 
selves. Whatever may ])e the subject of our * choice, 
we shall find enough, and more than enough, to repay 
the devotion of a lifetime. 

Life no doubt is paved with enjoyments, l)Ut we 
nyist all expect times of anxiety, of suflering, and of 
sorrow ; but when these come it is an inestimable 
comfort to have some deep interest which will, at any 
rate to some extent, cna])lc us to escape from ourselves. 

“A cultivated mind,” says Mill, “ — I do not mean 
that of a philosopher, but any mind to which the 
fountains of knowledge have been opened, and which 
has been taught in any tolerable degree to exercise its 
faculties — will find sources of ipexhaustible interest 
in all that surrounds it ; in the objects of nature, the 
achievements of art, the imaginations of poetry, the 
incidents oV history, the ways of mankind, past and 
present, and their prospects in the future. It is 
^possible, indeed, to become indifferent to all this, and 
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that too without having exhausted a thousandth part 
of it; but only when one has had from the beginning 
no moral or human interest In these things, and has 
sought in them only the gratification of curiosity.’^ 

1 have been subjected to some good-natured banter 
for having said that 1 looked forward to a time when 
our artisans and mechanics would be great readers. 
But it is surely not unreasonable to regard our social 
condition as siiscei)tiblc of great improvement. The 
spread of schools, the cheapness of books, the establish- 
ment of free libraries will, it may be hoped, exercise 
a civilising and ennobling influence. They wil> even, 

I believe, do much to diminish poverty and suffering, *80 
much of which was due to ignorance and to the*want of 
interest and brightness in uneducated life. So far as our 
elementary schools are concerned, there is no doubt much 
difficulty in apportioning the Kational Grant without 
undiil}^ stimulating mere mechanical instruction. B^it 
this isfiot the jdacc to discuss the subject of religious or 
moral training, or the system of ai)portioning the grant. 

If we succeed in giving the love of learning, the 
learning itself is sure to follow. 

We should therefore endeavour to educate our 
children so that every country walk may be a jdeasui^ ; 
that our discoveries of science may be a living interest ; 
that our national liistory and poetry may be sources of 
legitimate pride and rational enjoyment. In short, our 
schools, if they are to be worthy of the name — if they 
are to fulfil their high function — must be something 
more than mere places of dry study ; they must train 
the children educated in them so that they may be 
able to appreciate afid enjoy those intellectual gifts 
which might be, and ought to be, a source of interest 
and of happiness, alike to the high and toetho low, to 
the rich .and to the poor. 

A wise system of education will at least teach ua^ 
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how little man yet knows, how much he has still to 
learn ; it will enable us to realise that those who 
complain of the tiresonAj monotony of life have only 
themselves to blame ; and that knowledge is pleasure 
as well as power. It will lead us all to try with Milton 
“to behold the bright countenance of truth in the 
quiet and still air of study,” and to feci with Bacon 
that “ no pleasure is com]>arabie to the stiindiiig upon 
the vantage ground of truth.” 

We should then indeed realise in part, for as yet 
we cannot do so fully, the “sacred trusts of health, 
stren^h, and time,” and how thankful we ought to ho 
foi* the inestimable gift of 
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PREFACE TO PART II 


“And what is writ, is writ — 

Would it were wortluei*.” 

Ryuox. 

Hkkewith I lilunch the conclusion of my subject. 
Perhiips I uiii uinvisc in publishing a second part. 
The first was so kindly received that I am running a 
risk iu attempting to add to it. 

In the Preface, liowcvcr, to the first part I have 
expressed the hope that the thoughts and (piotations 
in which I have found most comfort and delight, mi^ht^ 
be of use to others also. 

In this ray most sanguine hopes have been moi’e 
than realised. T^ot only has the book passed through 
over a hundred editions in little more than twenty 
years, but the many letters which I have I’eceived 
have been most gratifying. 

Two criticisms have been repealed b^^ several of 
those who have done me the honor of noticing my 

previous volume. It has been said in the first placed 
113 
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that my life has been exceptionally bright and full, and 
that I cannot therefore judge for others. Nor do 1 
attempt to do so. I do not forget, I hope T am not 
ungrateful for, all that has been bestowed on me. But 
if I have been greatly favoured, ought I not to be on 
that very account especially {pialified to write on such 
a theme] Moreover, I have had, — who has not, — my 
own sorrows. 

Again, some have complaine<l that there is too much 
quotation — too little of my own. This I take to bo in 
reality a gi*eat compliment. I have not striven to be 
original. 

If, as I have been assured by many, my book has 
added to their power of enjoying life, and has proved 
a comfort in the hours of darkness, that is indeed an 
ample reward, and is the utmost I have ever hoped. 


liKiH Elms, Down, 
Kent. 



CHAPTER I 

AM15JTI0N 

** Fame is the spur that the clear sjiiril doth raise 
(Tliat last intinnity of uohle mind) 

To scorn delights and live laborious days.” — Milton. 

Ambition may be good or bad, noble or ignoble. It 
has iiiHicted terrildc sutlerings on the human race, Vut 
on th5 other hand we owe it ninth. 

Had not my youthful mind, says Cicero, “ from 
many jirecejits, from many writings, drunk in this 
truth, that glory and virtue ought to he the darling, 
nay, the only wish in life; that, to attain these, the< 
torments of the Hesh, with the jierils of death j?nd 
exile, are to lie despised ; never had I exposed my 
person in so many encounters, and to these daily coji- 
ilicts with the worst of men, for your deliverance. 
But, on this head, books are full ; the voice of tlie wise 
is full ; ^the (‘xnmplcs of antifputy are full ; and all 
these the night of barbarism had still enveloped, had 
it not been enlightened by the sun of science.^’ 

The poet tells us lhat 

**Tlie many fail ; the one succeeds.’** 

But this is scarcely true. All succeed who deserve, 

* ^J’ennysou. 
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though not perhaps as they hoped. An honourable 
defeat is better than a piean victory, and no one is 
really the worse for bedng beaten, unless he loses heart. 
Though we may not be able to attain, that is no reason 
why we should not aspire. 

I know, says Morris, 

How far high failure overleaps the bound 
Of low successes. ” 

And Bacon assures us that “ if a ipan look sliarp and 
attentiyely he shall sec fortune ; for though she is 
blind, she is not invisible.’' 

To give ourselves a reasonable prospect of success, 
we must realise what we hope to achieve ; and then 
make the most of our opportunities. 

Of these the use of time is one of the most important. 
What have we to <lo with time, asks Oliver Wendell 
Holmes, but to fill it iq) with labour. “ At the battle 
of Montebello,” said Napoleon, ‘‘ I ordered Kcllermann 
to attack with 800 horse, and with tlu;sc he separated 
the 6000 Hungarian grenadiers before the very eyes of 
the Austrian cavalry. This cavalry was half a league 
off and re(jiiired a quarter of an houi- to arrive on the 
field of action ; and I have observed that it is always 
these quarters of an hour that decide the fate of a 
battle,” including, we may add, the l)attle of life. 

Nor must we spare ourselves in other ways, for 

“He who thinks in strife- 

To earn a deathless fume, must do, nor ever care for life.”^ 

In the excitement of the struggle, moreover, he will 
suffer comparatively little from wounds and blows 
which would otherwise cause intense pain. 

It is well to weigh scrupulously the object in view, 

^ Beowulf. 
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to run as little risk as may be, to count the cost with 
ciiro. 

But when the mind is once made up, there must 
be no looking back, you must spare yourself no labour, 
nor shrink from dani^cr. 

“lie ('ither IVara liis fate too much 
Or Ilia cleserta are aniall, 

That dares not jmt it to the touch 
To j'ain or lose it all.” * 

Glory, says Kenan, “is after all the thing which 
has the ])cst chance of not being altogether fanity.” 
But what is glory 1 • 

Marcus Aurelius observes that “a spider is proud 
when it has caught a Hy, a man when he has caught a 
hare, anothei* when he has taken a little fish in a net, 
another when he has taken wiki hoars, another when 
he has taken bears, and another when he has tfik^n 
Sarmat/ians ” ; - but this, if from one point of view it 
shows the vanity of fame, also encourages us with the 
evidence that every one may succeed if his objects are 
hut reasonable. 

Alexander may be taken as almost a type of 
Ambition in its usual form, though ciirried to jxn 
extreme. 

His desire was to comiucr, not to inherit or to rulii. 
When news was In-ought that his father Philip had 
taken some town, or won some battle, instead of being 
delighted, he used to say to his companions, “My 
father will go on conquering, till there be nothing 
extraordinary left for you and mo to do.’’^ He is said 
even to have been mortified at the number of the stars, 
considering that he had not been able to conquer one 

’ Moutra*<e. 

lie is referring here to one of Ills c.xpeditiouB. 

^ Plutarch. 
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world. Such ambition is justly foredoomed to dis- 
appointment. ^ 

The remarks of Philosophers on the vanity of 
am])ition refer generally to that unworthy form of 
which Alexander may be taken as the type — the idea 
of self-exaltation, not only without any reference to 
the happiness, but even regardless of the sufferings, of 
others. 

A continual and restless search after fortune,^’ sa3’s 
Bacon, “takes u]) too much of their time who have 
nobler things to observe.” Indeed he elsewhere extends 
this, and adds that “ No man’s private fortune can be 
an end ii| any way worthy of his existence.” 

Goethe well observes that man “exists for culture ; 
not for M’hat he can accomplish, but for M^hat can be 
accomplislied in him.”^ 

As regards fame, we must not confuse name and 
essence. To be remembered is not neccssaril}^ to be 
famous. There is infamy as well as fame'; and 
unhappily almost as many arc remembered for the one 
as for the other, and not a few for a mixture of both. 

Who would not, however, rather be forgotten, than 
recollected as Ahab or Jezebel, Nero or C’ommodus, 
Messalina or Heliogabalus, King John or liichard Til. ? 

“To be nameless in worthy deeds exceeds an 
infamous hist^)r3^ The Canaaiiitish woman lives more 
happil}" without a name than Herod ias with one ; and 
who would not rather have been the good thief than 
Pilate ! ” ^ 

Kings and Generals arc often remembered as much 
for their misfortunes as for their successes, for their 
deaths as for their lives. The lUero of Thermop^dai 
was Leonidas, not Xerxes. Alexander’s I^mpiro fell to 
pieces at His death. Napoleon was a great genius, 
though no Hero. But what came of all his victories ? 

^ Eiiicrson. ^ Sir T, Browne. 
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They passed away like the smoke of his guns, and he 
left France weaker, poorer, and smaller tlian he found 
her. The most lasting refult of his genius is no 
military glory, but the Code Napoleon. 

A surer and more, glorious title to fame is that of 
those wlio are rememljered for some act of justice or 
self-devotion ; the self-sacrifice of Leonidas, the good 
faith of Kogulus, are tlie glories of history. 

In some cases where m(m have been called after 
places, the men are remembered, Avhile the places arc 
forgotten. When we speak of Palestrina or Pcrugino, 
of Nelson or Wellington, of Newton or l>ar\fin, who 
remembers the towns ( We think only of the menf 

(loethe has been called the soul of his ceiiAiry. 

We have but meagre biogra})hies of Shakespearo or 
of Plato ; yet how much we know about them. 

Statesmen and (iencrals enjoy great celebrity during 
their lives. Ihe news[)apers chronicle every word ^nd 
movc^ient. But the fame of the Philosopher and Poet 
is more enduring. 

Wordsworth deprecates monuments to Poets, with 
some exceptions, on this very account. The case of* 
Statesmen, he says, is different. It is right to com# 
memorate them because they might otherwise be for- 
gotten ; but Poets live in their books for ever. 

The real coiKjuei’ors of the world indeed are not the 
generals but the thinkers; not CTcnghis Khan and 
Akbar, llameses, or Alexander, but Confucius* and 
Buddlui, Aristotle, Plato, and Christ. The rulers and 
kings who reigned over our ancestors have for the 
most ])art long since sunk into oblivion — they are for- 
gotten for want of s5me sacred luird to give them life 
— or are remembered, like SmUlhodana and Pilate, 
fj’om their association with higher spirits. 

Such men’s lives cannot bo compressed into any 
biography. They lived not merely in their ow^i 
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generation, but for all time. When we speak of the 
Elizabethan period we think of Shakespeare and Bacon, 
Raleigh and Spenser. The ministers and secretaries of 
stiite, with one or two exceptions, we scarcely remember, 
and Bacon himself is recollected less as the Judge than 
as the Philosopher. 

Moreover, to what do Generals and Statesmen owe 
their fame ? They were celebrated for their deeds, but 
to the Poet and the Historian they are indebted for 
their immortality, and to the Poet and Histoiian we 
owe tlieir glorious memories and the example of their 
virtues. ' 

“ Vixere fortes ante Agameinnona 
Multi ; sed omnes illaeriniabiles 
Urgeiitur ignotiqiie loiiga 
Nocte, careiit <piia vute sacro.’’ 


Montrose happily combined the two, when in My 
dear and only love ’’ he promises, * 

“ ril make thee famous by my pen, 

And glorious by my sword.” 

is remarkable, and encouraging, how many of the 
greatest men have idsen from the lowest rank, and 
triumphed over obstacles which might well have seemed 
f inaurmountalde ; “ naitre obscur, et mourir illustre, ce 
sont les deux termes de Thumaine felicitf^.” ^ Nay, 
obscurity itself may be a source of honour, and the 
very doubts as to Homer’s birthplace have contributed 
to his glory, seven cities, as we all know, laying claim 
to the great poet — 

“Smyrna, Rhodo.s, Colophon, Salamis, Chios, Argos, Athense.'’ 

C' 

Take men of Science only. Ray was the son of a 
, ’ Jouliert. 
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blacksmith, Watt of a shipwright, Franklin of a tallow- 
chandler, Dalton of a handloom weaver, Fraunhofer of 
a glazier, Laplace of a failner, Linineus of a poor 
curate, Faraday of a blacksmith; George Stephenson 
was a working collier, Davy an apothecary’s assisUmt, 
Wheatstone a musical instrument maker ; Boulton, 
“the father of Birmingham,” was the son of a button- 
maker ; Galileo, Kepler, Sprengel, Cuvier, and Sir W. 
Hcrschel were all childien of very poor j)arents. 

It is, on the other hand, sad to think how many of 
our greatest benefactors are unknown even by name. 
Who discovered tin' art of procuring fire ? Proim^thous 
is merely tluj pci'soniticatiou of forethought. Who 
invented letters i Cadmus is a mere name. 

Even .as regards recent pr(»gress, the steps are often 
so gradiiid, and so luimerous, that few inventions can 
be attributed entirely, or even m.aiiily, to any one 
person. 

(/olumhus is said, and truly said, to have discovered 
America, though llie Northmen woie there before 
him. 

ACe Euglishmen have every reason to ]>e proud of * 
our fellow-countrymen. To take Philosophers and 
men of Science only, Bacon and Iiob]>es, liOcke iftid 
Berkeley, Hume and Hamilton, will always be associ- 
ated witli the progress of human thought ; Newton 
with gravitation, Adam Smith with Political Economy, 
Young with the undulatoiy theory of light, Hcrschel 
with the discovery of Uninus and the study of the star 
depths, Lord Worcester, Trevethick, and A\"att with 
the steam-engine, Wheatstone with the electric tele- 
graph, Jenner witiT the ])ani.shment of smallpox, 
Simpson with the practical ap[)licalion of amesthetics, 
and Darwin wdtli the creation of modern Natural 
History. 

These men, and such as these, have made our hist or};^ 
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and moulded our opinions; and though during life 
they may have occupied, comparatively, an insignificant 
space in the eyes of theii‘ countrymen, they became at 
length an irresistible power, an<l have liow justly grovui 
to a glorious memory. 
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‘‘The rifli aii<l |<oor meet tojr.'tlier : the Lord is the inaRer of 
them alJ.” — l*n<>VKl;l:s S(»Lo.M'>N. 


AMJiiTioN often Uihes the form of a love of money. 
There arc many who have never attempted Art or 
Music, l*octrv or Science ; hut most }>eop]e do sc^e- 
thing for a livelihood, and consecjuently an increase of 
income is not only acce})tablc in itself, hut gives a 
} Peasant feeling of .succc.ss. 

Douht i.s indeed often exjmessed whethcT wealth is 
an}' advantage. I do not myself heheve tiiut those wh# 
are horn, as the saying i.s, with a silver spoon in ftieir 
mouth, are necessarily any the ha}>])ier for it. No 
douht wealth entails almost more labour than povciJt.y,^ 
and certainly more anxiety. Still it. must, I think, be 
confessed that the possession of an income, w’hatever it 
may be, which inc*roa.ses somewhat as the years roll on, 
does add to the comfort of life. P>iit tin's is of course 
on the su])position that you are master of your money, 
that the money is not master of you. 

Unquestionably the j)ossession of wealth is attended 
by many drawbacks. Money and the lAve of money 
often go together. The poor man, as Emerson says, is 
the man who wishes to ho rich; and the more a m^n 
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has, the more ho often longs to be richer. Just as 
drinking often does but increase thirst; so in many 
cases the craving for riches grows with wealth. 

This is, of course, especially the case when money is 
sought for its own sake. Moreover, it is often easier 
to make money than to keep or to enjoy it. Keei)ing 
it is dull and anxious drudgery. The dread of loss 
ma}?' hang like a dark cloud over life. Seneca tells us 
that when Apicius had stpiandered most of his p;itri- 
mony, but had still 250,000 crowns left, he committed 
suicide, for fear he should die of hunger. 

Wealth is certainly no sinecure. Moreover, the 
value of money depends partly on knowing what to do 
with it, partly on the manner in which it is acquired. 

“ Acquire money, thy friends say, that we also may 
have some. If I can acquire money and also keep 
myself modest, and faithful, and magnanimous, point 
out ^ the way, and I will acquire it. But if you ask 
me to lose the things which are good and my owp, in 
order that you may gain things that arc not good, see 
how unfair and unwise you are. For which would 
you rather have ? Money, or a faithful and modest 
fe'iend. . . . 

What hinders a man, who has clearly comprehended 
these things, from living with a light heart, and bearing 
^(easily the reins, quietly expecting everything which can 
happen, and enduring that which has already hai)pcned'? 
Would you have me to bear poverty? Come, and you 
will know what poverty is when it has found one who 
can act well the part of a poor man.” ^ 

We must bear in mind ^Solon^s answer to Cra^sus, 
** Sir, if any other come that hath better iron than you, 
he will be master of all this gold.” 

Midas is Smother case in point. He prayed that 
everything he touched might be turned into gold, and 

* Epictetus. 
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this prayer wAs granted. His wine turned to gold, his 

bread turned to gold, his clothes, his very bed. 

♦ 

“ Attoiiitns iiovil.'ito mali, divesque iiiiserquc, 

Etrugere oi>tat opes, et quje inodo voverat, edit.” 

He is by no means the onl}^ nuin who has suffered 
from too much gold. 

The real truth I take to he that wealth is not neces- 
sarily an advantage, but that whether it is so or not 
depends on the use we make of it. The same, however, 
might he said of most other oi)portunities and privileges; 
Knowledge and Strength, Beauty and Skill, muy all be 
abused ; if we neglect or misuse them we are \vorse 
off* tliau if we never had them. Wealth ii a disad- 
vantage in the hands of those only who do not know 
how to use it. It gives the command of so many other 
things — leisure, the j)owei‘ of helping others, books, 
works of ai t, opportunities and mean.s of travel. ^ 

I# would, however, he (*a.sy to exaggerate the adt'an- 
tages of money. It is well worth liaving, and worth 
working for, but it does not re}>ay too great a sacrifice ; 
not indeed so great as is often offered up to it. A wise* 
proverb tolls us that gold ma}' ]>c Imught too dear. I# 
wealth is to be valued because it gives leisure, cleai'fy it 
would be a mistake to sacrifice leisure in the struggle 
for wealth, iiiches have no doubt also a tendency to 
make men poor in spirit. But, on the other hand, wfiat 
gift is there which is without danger 'I 

Euripides said that money finds friends for men, and 
has great (ho said the greatest) power among Mankind, 
cynically adding, “Mighty indeed is a ricJi man, especi- 
ally if his heir be uilknown.” 

Bossuct tells us that “ In*, had no attachment to 
riches, still if he had only w’bat was barily necessary, 
he felt himself narrowed, and would lose more than half 
his talents.” 
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Shelley was certainly not an avaricious man, and yet 
“ I desire money,’’ he said, “ because I think I know the 
use of it. It commands laoour, it gives leisimo ; and to 
give leisure to those who will employ it in the forward- 
ing of truth is the noblest present an individual can 
make to the whole.” Gold is the modern Aladdin’s 
lamp. 

Many will have felt with Pepys when he quaintly 
and piously says, “ Abroad with my wife, the fiist time 
that ever I rode in iny own coach ; which do make my 
heart rejoice and praise God, and pray Him to bless it 
to me, j#iid continue it.” 

This, indeed, was a somewhat selfish satisfaction. 
Yet the Aierchaiit need not quit nor be ashamed of his 
profession, bearing in mind only the inscription on the 
Church of St. Giacomo do Kialto at Venice: “Around 
this temple let the merchant’s law be just, his weights 
tru^, hnd his covenants faithful.” ^ 

If, however, the life itself lias been sacrificed to the 
rolling up of mimcy merely foi' its own sake, the very 
means by which it was ac(]iiired will prevent its being 
* enjoyed ; the chill of povert y will have entered into the 
ivery bones. The niisei- deprives himst lf of everything, 
foricar lest some day he should be d(q)ri\x‘d of some- 
thing. Tlie term Miser was ha])pily chosen for such 
persons ; they are essentially miserable. 

“ A eollectf)!’ peeps into all the iiicturc shops of 
Europe for a landscape of Poussin, a crayon sketch of 
Salvator; but the Transfiguration, the Last Judgment, 
the Communion of St. Jerome, and what are as tran- 
scendent as these, are on the walls of tin* Vatican, the 
Uffizi, or the Jjouvre, where evefy footman may see 
them ; to say nothing of Nature’s pictures in every 
street, of sunsets and sunrises every day, and the 
sculpture of the human body never absent. A collector 
I Buskin. 
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recently bought at public auction in London, for one 
hundi-ed and fifty-seven guineas, an autogt^aph of Shake- 
speare : Imt for nothing a s?hoolboy can read Hamlet, 
and can detect secrets of highest concernment yet 
unpublished therein.” ^ And yet “ What hath the 
owner but the siglit of it with his eyes ? ” ^ 

AVe are i e;dly richer than we think. We often hear 
of Earth luinger\ Peoi)le envy a great Landlonl, and 
fancy how delightful it must be lo ])ossess a large estate. 
Lilt, too often, as Emerson sa3\s, “if you own land, the 
land owns you.” Moniover, have we not all, in a better 
sense — have wo not all thousands of acres of c«r own ? 
The commons, and roads, and footpaths, and the •sea- 
shore, our grand and varied coast — these aife all ours. 
The sea-coast has, moi-eovci*, two great advantages. In 
the first place, it is for the mo.st part but little interfered 
wu'th hy man, and in the second it exhibits most instruc- 
tively the forces of Nature. 

We arc, indec<l, all groat landed proprietors, if we 
only kmuv it. AVhat we lack is not land, but the power 
to enjoy it. This gn‘a( inheritance has tlie additional 
advantage that it entails no labour, laapiires no manage-* 
merit. The landlor’d lias the trouble, hut the landscape 
heh»ngs to every one who lias eyes to see it. Thus 
Kingsley called tlie heaths round Eversley his “winter 
garden ” ; not hecause they were his in the eye of the 
law, hut in that higher sense in which ten thousand* 
persons may own the same thing. 

^ Emerson. Solomon. 



CHAPTER III 

HEALTH 

'‘'Plealth is heat for mortal man ; next lieauty ; thirdly, wtjll 
gotten wealth ; fourthly, the pleasure ol youth among friends.” 

Simon IDES. 

But if there has been some diiferenee of opinion as to 
the advantage of wealth, with reference to health all 
are agreed. 

‘^Health,” said Siinoiikh^s long ago, “is best for 
mortal man ; next beauty ; thirdly, well gotten wealth; 
^fourthly, the pleasure of youth among fi iends.” “Life,’’ 
says Longfellow, “without health is a burden, with 
hetiith is a joy and gladness.” Liiipedocles (hdivered 
the people of Selinus from a pestilence by draining a 
marsh, and was hailed as a Demi god. W e are told 
that a coin was struck in his honour, l•epresenting the 
Philosopher in the act of staying the hand of Pluebus. 

We scarcely realise, I thiidv, how much we owe to 
Doctors, Our system of Meilicine seems so natural and 
obvious that it hardly occurs to us as something new 
and exceptional. AVhen we are ill we send for a 
Physician ; he prescribes some medicine ; we take it, 
and pay his f^ee. But among the lower races of men 
pain and illness arc often attiiluited to the presence of 
evil spirits. The Medicine Man is a Priest, or rather a 
128 



CHAP. Ill 


HEALTH 


129 


Sorcerer, more than a true Doctor, and his eflbrt is to 
exorcise the evil Spirit. 

In other countries where some advance has been 
made, a charm is written on a board, washed off, and 
drunk. In some cases the medicine is taken, not by 
the patient, but by the Doctor. Such a system, how- 
ever, is generally transient ; it is naturally discouraged 
by the Profession, and is indeed incompatible with a 
large practice. Even as regards the payment we find 
very different systems. The Chinese pay their medical 
man as long as they are well, and stop his salary as 
soon as the}" are ill. In ancient Egypt we are tf)ld that 
the patient fee’d the Doctor foi* the first few days, fffter 
which the Doctor paid the patient until he fiiade him 
well. This is a fascinating system, but might afford too 
much temptation to heroic remedies. 

On the whole our plan seems the best, though it 
does not offer adecpiatc encouragement to discovery Jjnd 
reseaiV’h. There is probably some cure for cancer if 
W"c did but know it. If, however, the substantial 
rewards of discovery are inadequate, Ave ought to bo all 
the more grateful to such men ns Hunter and Jenner, 
Simpson Jind Lister. And yet in the matter of hcalthi 
we can gime rally do more for ourselves than any Doctor 
can for us. 

For if all are agreed as to the blessing of healtji, 
there arc many who will not Uiko the little trouble or 
submit to the slight .sacrifices necessary to maintiiin it. 
Many, indeed, deliberately ruin their OAvn health, and 
incur the certainty of an early graA"e or an old age of 
suffering. 

No doubt some inherit a constitution which renders 
health almost unattainable. I'ope s])oke of that long 
disease, his life. Many indeed may say, “1 suffer, 
therefore I am.” But happily these cases are excep- 
tional. Most of us might bo well, if we would. It k 

K 
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very much our own fault that we are ill. We do those 
tilings which we ought not to do, and wo leave undone 
those things which we ought to have done, and then 
we wonder that there is no health in us. 

Like Naaman, we expect our liealth to be the subject 
of some miraculous interference, and neglect the homely 
precautions by which it might bo secured. 

We all know that wo can make ourselves ill, but 
few perhaps realise hoAV much we can do to keep our- 
selves well. Much of our sulfering is self inflicted. It 
has been observed that among the ancient Egyptians it 
seemed che chief aim of life to be well buried. Many, 
however, live even now as if this were the principal 
object of their existence. 

1 am inclined to doubt whether the study of health 
is sufficiently impresse<l on the minds of those entering 
life. Not that it is desirable to potter over minor ail- 
ments, to con over books on illnesses, or experiment on 
ourseh’^es with medicine. Far from it. The less we 
fancy ourselvms ill or bother about little bodily discom- 
forts, the more likely perhaps we are to preserve our 
" health. 

It is, however, a different matter to study the general 
conditions of health. A w(3ll-known pi-overl) tells us 
that, hy the time he is forty, every one is either a fool 
^ or a physician. Unfortunately, however, many persons 
are invalids at forty as well as physicians. 

Ill-health, however, is no excuse for ill- temper. If 
we have one disease we may at least congratulate, our- 
selves that we are escajung the rest. Sydney Smith, 
ever ready to look on the bright side of tilings even 
when borne down by suffering, wrote to a friend that 
he had gout, asthma, and seven other maladies, but 
was ^‘otherwise very well”; and many of the greatest 
invalids have borne their sufierings with cheerfulness 
good spirits. 



CiHAP. Ill 


HEALTH 


131 


It is said that the celehratcd physiognomist, Cam- 
panella, could so abstract hif^ attention from any suffer- 
ings of his body, that he was even aide to endure the 
rack without much pain ; and whoever has the power 
of concentrating his attention and controlling his ivill, 
can emaneijjate himself from most of the minor miseries 
of life. He may have mucli cause for anxiety, his body 
may be tlic seat of severe suffering, and yet his mind 
will remain serene and unaffected ; he may triumph 
over care and ])ain. 

It is sad to tliirik how much unnecessary suffering 
has 1)0(01 caused, and how many valualde lives have 
heen lost, through ignorance or carelessness.^ We*can- 
not hilt fancy that tin* liv(‘s of many great men might 
have been much prolonged by the exercise of a little 
ordinary care. 

If w e take musicians only, wdiat a grievous loss to 
the world it is that Pcrgolesi should have dieeV at 
twenty-six, Schubert at thii’ty-one* Mozart at thirty- 
five, Purc(‘ll at thii ty-seveii, and Mendelssohn at thirty- 
eight. 

In the old (Ireck myth the lib* of Meleager was in- 
dissoluldy connected by fate wu'th the existence yf ^ 
particular log of wood. As long as this w’as kept safe 
hy Althiea, liis mother, Meleag<u’ bore a charmed life. 
It .seems wonderful that we ^lo not w^atch with cqi*al. 
care over our liody, on thc‘ slate of which our life, 
peace, and hap].iiiess so much depend. 

The requisites of health ai*e plain enough : regular 
haV>its, daily exercise, cleanliness, and moderation in all 
things — in tiating Avt;!! as in drinking — Avould keep 
most peoj)le wadi. 

1 need not- hero dAvell on the evils of alcohol, but wo 
perhaps scarcely realise how' much of the 'suffering and 
ill-hnmoui of life is due to dver-cating. Dyspepsia, for 
instance, from which so many suffer, is in nine cas 0 s 
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out of ten their own fault, and arises from the com- 
bination of too much foo(\ .with too little exercise. To 
lengthen your life, says an old proverb, shor*ten your 
meals. Plain living and high thinking will secure 
health for most of us, though it matters, perhaps, com- 
paratively little what a healthy man eats, so long as he 
does not eat too much. 

“ Go to your banquet then, but us^^ delight, 

So as to rise still witli an appetite."^ 

Mr. Gladstone has told us that the splendid health 
he enjoyed was gi*eatly due to his having early learnt 
one' simple physiological maxim, and laid it down as a 
rule for himself always to make tw(‘.nty-five bites at 
every bit of meat. 

No doubt, however, though the rule not to eat or 
drink too much is simple enough in theory, it is not 
quij-e so easy in application. There have been many 
Esaus who have sold their birthright of health Vor a 
mess of pottage. 

Yet, though it may seem paradoxical, it is certaiidy 
true, that in the long run the moderate man will dcjive 
vnore enjoyment even from eating and drinking, than 
the ‘ glutton or tlic drunkard will ever obtain. They 
know not w^hat it is to enjoy “ the cx(|uisite taste of 
coi[Timon dry bread. - 

Even then if we were to consider merely the pleasure 
to be derived from eating and drinking, the same rule 
would hold good. A lunch of bread and cheese after a 
good walk is more (Uijoyable than a Lord Mayor’s feast. 
Without wishing, like Apicius, for the neck of a stork, 
so as to enjoy our dinner longer, we must not be un- 
grateful for the enjoy merit we derive from eating and 
drinking, even though they be amongst the least aesthetic 
of our pleasures. They are homely, no doubt, but they 
^ Herrick. ^ - Hamerton. 
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como mornhig, noon, and night, and are not the less 
real because they have reference to th% body rather 
than the soul. 

We speak truly of a healthy appetite, for it is a 
good test of our bodily conditioj) ; and indeed in some 
cases of our mental state also. That 

“ There cometh no good thing 
A})ari from toil to mortals,” 

is especially true with reference to appetite ; to sit 
down to a dinner, however simple, after a walk with a 
friend among the mountains or along the slA)re, is a 
pleasure not to be despised. • 

Cheerfulness and good hnnunu', nioreovSr, during 
meals are not only pleasant in themselves, but conduce 
greatly to health. 

It has been said that hanger is the best sauce, hut 
most would prefer some good stories at a feast evep to 
a gdbd appetite ; and wlio would not like to have it 
said of him, as of Biron by liosalirie — 

A merrier man, 

Within the limit of becoming mirth, 

I never spent an hour’s talk withal.” 

In the thiv('. great “Banfpiets” of Plato, Xenophon, 
and Plutarch, the food is not even mentioned. 

In the words of the old Lambeth adage — 

“ What i.s a merry man ? 

Let him do all h<^ ran 
To entertain his guests 
Wiyi wine and j)lea.sant jests. 

Vet if his wife do frown 
All merry incut goes down.” 

What salt is to food, wit and humour are to con- 
versation and literature. “ You do not,” an amusing 
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writer in the Cmihill has said, “expect humour in 
Thomas a Koinpis or the Hebrew Prophets ” ; })ut we 
have Solomon's autliority frnat there is a time to laugh, 
as well as to weep. ’ 

“ To read a good comedy is to keep the ])est 
company in the world, when the best things are said, 
and the most amusing things happen."^ 

It is not without reason that every one resents the 
imputation of 1)eing unable to see a joke. 

Laughter ap])car.s to be the special })rcrogative of 
man. The higher animals present us with proofs of 
evident, ijf not highly-developed icasoning power, but it 
is more than doubtful whetlier tliey are ca])able of 
appreciating a joke. 

Wit, moreover, lias solved many difficulties and 
decided many controversies. 

“ Ridicule shall frequently prevail, 

And cut the knot when graver reasons 

The most wasted of all days, says Chamfort. Is that 
on which one has not laughed. 

^ A careless song, says Walpole, “with a little 
nonsense in it now and then, does not misbecome a 
monarch ” ; but it is difficult now to realise that James 
I. should have regarded skill in jmniiing in his selection 
'•ofMdshops and ])rivy councillors. 

It is no small merit of laughter that it is quite 
spontaneous. “ You cannot force people to laugh ; you 
cannot give a reason why they should laugh ; they 
must laugh of themselves or not at all. ... If we 
think we must not laugh, this uifckcs our temj)tation 
to laugh the greater.”^ Humour is, moreover, con- 
tagious. A ^witty man may say, as Falstaff does of 

^ Hazlitt. 


* Francis, 


3 Flazlitt. 
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himself, “ I am not only witty in myself, but the cause 
that wit is in other men.” • 

One may paraphrase the* well-known irmark about 
port wine and say that some jokes may be better than 
others, but anything which makes one laugh is good. 
“After all,” says Drydcn, “it is a good thing to 
laugh at any rate ; and if a straw can tickle a man, 
it is an instrument of happiness,” and I may add, of 
health. 

I have been told that in omitting any mention of 
smoking I was overlooking one of the real pleasures of 
life. Not being a smoker myself I cannot » perha})S 
judge ; to sonic Tieiwoiis nat.ures it certainly appeal's to 
be a great comfoi t ; lint tlicio is the seriofis risk of 
smoking too much, and in any case I have my doubts 
whether snujking, as a general rule, does add to the 
pleasures of life. It must detract somewhat from 
the sensitiveness of taste and of smell, and I doubt 
the wisdom of spending time and money on the creation 
of an ininecessary want. 

Those who live in citi(*s may almost lay it down as 
a rule that no time sjient out of iloors is ever wasted.* 
Fresh air is a cordial of incredible virtue ; old familit^ 
are in all senses county families, not town fam^ies ; 
and those who prefer Homer and Plato and Shake- 
speare to rivers and forests and mountains must beware 
that they are not tempted to neglect this great requiSte* 
of our nature. 

An (Oriental traveller, having been taken to watch a 
game of cricket, was astonished at hearing that many 
of those playing were rich men. He asked why they 
did not pay some poor pcojile to do it for them. 

Happily, however, most Englishmen love the open 
air, and it is probably true that most of us enjoy a 
game at cricket or golf more than looking at any of the 
old masters. The love of sport is engraven in t|ie 
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English character. As was said of William Eufus, “ he 
loves the t^l11 ftoer as if he had been tlieir father.” 

Wordsworth made it a rule to go out every day, 
and used to say that as he never consulted the weather, 
he never had to consult the physicians. 

It always seems to be raining harder than it really 
is when you look at the weather through the window. 
Even in winter, though the landscape often seems 
cheerless and bare enough when you look at it from 
the fireside, still it is far better to go out, even if you 
have to brave the storm : when you are once out of 
doors th<e touch of earth and the breath of the fresh air 
will •give you new life and energy. Men, like trees, 
live in grdiit part on air. 

After a gallop over the downs, a row on the river, 
a sea voyage, a walk by the seashore or in the woods, 

“ The blue above, the music in tlie air, 

The flowers ujxin the ground,”^ 

one feels as if one could say with Henry IV., “ Je me 
eporte comme le Punt Neuf.” 

The Koman proverb that a child should be tfiught 
hotVdng which he cannot learn standing up, went no 
doubt into one extreme, but surely we fall into another 
when we act as if games were the only thing which 
' bc/ys could learn upon tlieir feet. 

The love of games among boys is indeed a healthy 
instinct, and though carried too far in some of our great 
schools, there can be no question that cricket and foot- 
ball, fives and hockey, bathing and boating, are not 
only among the greatest pleasures, but the best medicines, 
for boys. 

We cannot always secure sleep. W'hen important 
decisions have to be taken, the natural anxiety to 


Treucli. 
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come to a right conclusion will often keep us awake. 
Nothing, however, is more coTidiieive to* healthy sleep 
than plenty of open air. 'llien indeed we can enjo}^ 
the fresh life of the cai ly moi ning ; the breezy call of 
incense-breathing morn.” ^ 

“ At morn the )>Ia(‘k(!Ock trims liis jet ty wing, 

’Tia morning jnomjas tin* linnet’s blitliest lay, 

All Nature’s children feel the matin spring 
Of life reviving, with reviving day.” 

Epictetus desoribe<l himself as “a spirit bearing 
about a corpse.” d’hat seems to iiiC an ungrateful 
description. Surely we ought to clierisli ^he body, 
even if it be but a frail and humble companion. Do 
wc not owe to the e}’e our (‘njoyment of the beauties of 
this world and the glories of the Heavens; to the ear 
the voices of friends and all the delights of music ; arc 
not the hands most faithful and invaluable servants, 
ever ready in case, of need, (?ver willing to do our 
bidding ? and (iven the feet bear us without a murmur 
along the I'oiigliest and stoniest paths of life. 

AVith reasonable care, most of us may lioj)e to enjoy 
good health. And yet what a marvel k>us and conii^lex'* 
organisation wc have ! 

AV(‘, are indeed fearfully and wonderfiillv made. 
It is 


“ Strange tliat a liarp of a thousand strings 
Should keep in tune so long.” 

AVheii we consider the marvellous complexity of our 
-botlily organisation, it .seems a mlraelc that we should 
live at all ; much more tliat the innumerable organs 
and processes should continue day after day and year- 
after year with so much regularity and so little friction 


^ Gray. 
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that we are sometimes scarcely conscious of having a 
body at all. ^ 

And yet in that bocfv we have more than 200 
bones, of complex and varied forms, any irregulaiity 
in, <.>r injury to, which would of course grievously 
interfere with our movements. 

We have over 500 muscles ; each nourished by 
almost innumerable blood-vessels, and regulated by 
nerves. One of our muscles, the heart, beats over 

30.000. 000 times in a year, and if it once stops, all 
is over. 

In the skin are wonderfully varied and complex 
organs — for instance, over 2,000,000 ])erspiration 
glands, v^hich regulate the temperature, communicating 
with the surface by ducts, which have a total length of 
some ten miles. 

Think of the miles of arteries and veins, of caj)il- 
laries and iktvcs ; of the blood, with the millions of 
millions of bloo(l corpuscles, each a microeoifui in 
itself. 

Think of the organs of sense, — the eye with its 
'cornea and lens, vitreous humour, acpieons humour, and 
tchoroid, culminating in the retina, no thicker tlian a 
sh(ffet of paper, and yet consisting of nine distinct 
layers, the innermost composed of rods aiul cones, 
supposed to be the immediate recipients of the undula- 
tions of light, and so numerous that in each eye the 
cones are estimated at over 3,000,000, the rods at over 

30.000. 000. 

Above all, and most wonderful of all, the brain 
itself. Meinert has calculated that the gr(*y matter 
alone contains no less than 000,000, 000 cells ; each 
cell consists of several thousand visible molecules, and 
each molecule again of many millions of atoms. 

And yet, with reasonable care, we can most of us 
Veep this wonderful organisation in health, so that it 
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will work without causiiig us pain, or even discomfort, 
for many years ; and Ave. may hope tha? when death 
comes at last 


“Time m.'iy la}^ his lunid 
Upon your ln'art gently, not smiting it, 
Jiut as a harper lays his o]>en ]ialm 
Upon Ills liarp, to <]ea<len its vihr/itions. " 
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“ Etre avec ceiix qu oii aiinc, ccla sufTit." 

La BnuYfeRE. 

Love is the light and sunshine of life. We cannot 
fully enjoy ourselves, or any tiling else, unless some one 
we love enjoys it with us. Even if we are alone, we 
sUire up our enjo^'ment in hope of sharing it hetpafter 
with those wo love. 

Love lasts through life, and adajits itself to (ivery 
age and circumstance ; in childhood for fathiu* and 
mother, in manhood for wife, in ago for childnm, and 
thftoughout for brothcis and sisters, relations and 
friends. 

“ There breathes not a breath of the inoruing air. 

But the .spirit of Love is moving tlicre.” ^ 

The strength of friendship is indeed proverbial, and in 
some cases, as in that of ])avid and Jonathan, is 
described as surpassing the love of women. But I need 
not now refer to it, having spoken already of what we 
owe to friends. 

The goodness of Providence to man bas been often 
compared to that of fathers and mothers for their 
children. 

^ Macdonald. 
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“Just as a motlier, with sweet, pious face, 

Yearns towards liei- little child reii from liih* s(3at, 

Gives one a kiss, another an ?iu brace, 

Takes this upon her knees, that on her feet ; 

Autl wliile from actions, looks, complaints, pretences, 

Slio learns ilieir feelings and their various will. 

To this a look, to that a word, dis}>enses, 

And, whether stern or smiling, loves them still 
So Providenee for us, high, infinite, 

Makes our necessities its watchful task, 

H*!arkens to all our prayers, helps all our wants, 

And e'en if it denies wliat seems our right, 

Either denies hoeause. ‘iwould have us ask, 

Or s(‘(*ms hut to dt'ny, and in denying go’ants.” ^ 

8ir Walter Scott well sa\s — 

“ And if there he a human tear 
From jiassion’s dross - refined and clear, 

'Tis tiiat which pious fathers shed 
Upon a duleoUH daughter’s head.” 

Kpaniinoiulas is said to have ^iveii as his main 
reason for rejoicing: at the victory of Leuetra, that it 
would give so much pleasure to his father and mother. 

Nor must the lovo of animals he altogether omitted. 
It is inip(^ssihle not to sympathise with the {Savage 
when he htdieves in their immortfdity, and thinks 
that after death 


“Admitted to tliat e(]ual sky, 

Jlis faithful dog shall hoar him company.”-^ 

Iti the J/n/n/ llhamtu, the great Indian Epic, when 
the family of Ihuulavas, the heroes, at length reach the 
gates of hea ven, they *a re welcomed themselves, but arc 
told that their dog cannot come in. Having pleaded 
in vahi, thtiy turn to depart, as they say they can 

' Filicaja. Translated by Leigh Hunt. 

- Not iVoni passion itself. Pope. 
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never leave their faithful companion. Then at the last 
moment the Angel at th<< door relents, and their Dog 
is allowed to enter with them. 

We may hope the time will come when we shall 
learn 

“Never to bleud our pleasure or our pride, 

With sorrow of the ineiiiest tiling that feels.’' ^ 


But at the present momeiit 1 am speaking rather of 
the love which leads to marriage. {Such love is the 
music of life, nay, “ there is music in the beauty, and 
the siltfiit note of love, far sv'ctiter than the sound of 
aii}^ instrument.”- 

The SVinposium of Plato contains an excpiisite and 
amusing discjuisitiou on Love. 

“ Love,” Pluedrus is made to say, “ will make men 
dare to die for their beloved — love alone ; and women 
as*, well as men. Of tliis, Alcestis, the daughter of 
Pelias, is a monument to all Hellas ; for she was 
willing to lay down her life on behalf of hei' husb.and, 
when no one else would, although 1)0 had a father and 
mother ; but the teiidcriiess of her love so far exceeded 
c theirs, that she made them seem to l)e strangers in 
blood to their own son, and in name only related 
to him ; and so noble did this action of hers appear to 
the gods, as well as to men, that among the many who 
have done virtuously she is one of the very f(!W to 
whom they have granted the privilege of returning to 
earth, in admiration of her virtue ; such exceeding 
honour is paid by them to tlu^ devotion ami virtue of 
love.” 

Agathon is even more (‘loquent — 

Love “ fills men with affection, and takes away their 
di.saffection, making them meet together at such ban- 
quets as these. In sacrifices, feasts, dances, he is our 
^ WordsAVorth. ® Browne. 
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lord — siip[)lyirig kindness and banishing unkindness, 
giving, friendship and forgivi!^g enmity, tne joy of the 
good, tiie wonder of the wise, the amazement of the 
gods, desired by those who have no part in him, and 
]»recious to those who have the better part in him ; 
parent of delicacy, luxury, desire, fondness, softness, 
grace, regardful of the good, i*egardless of the evil. In 
every word, work, wish, fear — pilot, comrade, helper, 
saviour ; glory of gods and men, leader best and 
brightest : in whose footsteps let (^very man follow, 
sweetly singing in his lionoin- that sweet strain with 
which love charms the souls of gods and men.” * 

No doubt, even so there are two Loves, “one, 'the 
daughter of Uranus, who has no mother, and is the 
elder and wiser goddess ; and the other, the daughter 
of Zeus and Dione, who is popular and common,” — 
but let us not examine too closely. Charity tells 
us even of Guinevere, “that while she lived, she was a 
gO()(novcr and therefore she had a good oid.”^ 

The origin of Iovt. has exercised philosophers almost 
as much as the origin of evil. The Symposium con-^ 
tinues with a sjieech which Plato attiibutes in joke to 
Aristophanes, and of which Jowett observes t^hai/ 
nothing in Aristojdianes is more tj uly Aristojdianic. 

The original human nature, he says, was not like 
the jwestmt. The I’rimeval Man “was round,-^ his hivtk 
and sides forming a circles : and he had four hands and 
four feet, one head with two faces, looking opposite 
ways, set on a round neck and ])recisely alike, lie 
could walk upright as men now do, backwards or 
forwards as he ideased, and he could also roll over and 
ov’or at a great rate, whirling round on his four hands 
and four feet, eight in all, like tund>lers going over and 
over with their legvS in the air; this was when he 

* Malory, Mnrfc dWrthur, 

- 1 avail in y sell of Ur. Jowett’s translation. 
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wanted to run fast. Tcrrilde was their might and 
strength, and the thought's of their hearts were gi’eat, 
and they made an attack upon tlie gods ; of them is 
told the tale of Otys and Ephialtes, who, as Homer says, 
dared to scale Inviven, and would have laid liands upon 
the gods. I)oubt reigned in the celestial councils. 
Should they kill them ajid annihilate the race with 
thunderbolts, as they had done the giants, then there 
would be an end of the sacrifices and worship which 
men offered to them ; but, on the other hand, the gods 
could not suffer their insolence to be unresti’ained. At 
last, att^‘ a good deal of reflection, Ze\is discovered a 
way. He said: ‘Islcthinks I have a plan wiiich will 
humble their pride and nuind their manners ; they shall 
continue to exist, but 1 will cut them in two, which will 
have a double advantage, for it will halve their strength 
and Ave shall have twice as many sacrifices. They shall 
wa/k upright on two legs, and if they continue insolent 
and will not be quiet, 1 Avill split them again and they 
shall hop on a single l(?g.^ lie spoke and cut men in 
two, ‘as you might s])]it an egg with a liair.^ . . . 
After the division the two parts of man, each desiring 
*his, other half, came together. . . . So ancient is the 
desire for one another Avhich is implanted in us, reunit- 
ing our original nature, making one of two, and healing 
the state of man. Each of us when se[)arated is but 
the indenture of a man, having one side only, like a 
flat-fish, and he is always looking for his other half. 

“And when one of them finds his other half, the 
pair are lost in amazement of love luid friendship and 
intimacy, and one will not he out of the other’s sight, 
as I may say, even for a minute : they Avill pass their 
whole lives together ; yet they could not explain what 
they desire of one another. Foi* the intense yearning 
Avhich each of them has towards the other does not 
appear to be the desire of lovers’ intercourse, but of 



CHAP. IV 


LOVE 


145 


something else, which the soul of either evidently 
desires and cannot tell, ancj of which ilm has only a 
dark and doubtful presentiment/’ 

Ilowevei* this may be, there is such instinctive 
insight in the human he^irt that we often form our 
opinion almost instantaneously, and such impressions 
seldom change, 1 might even say, they ai'e seldom 
wrong. ljO\'e at first sight sounds like an imprudence, 
and yet is almost a revelatioiu It seems as if we were' 
Init renewing the relations of a previous existence. 

“ But to see her wore to love her, 

Love but her, and love for ever.”' 

I 

Yet though experience seldom falsifies such a feeling, 
happily the reverse does not hold good. 1 )eep affection 
is often of sIom^ growth. Many a warm love has been 
won by faithful devotion. 

Montaigne indeed declares that “ Few have mai^ied 
for ^ove without repenting it.” Dr. dolmson. ako 
i ^iaititain cd that mai’ilages would generally be happier 
i ftheyw ere arranged by the Lord Chancellor ; but T 
do not think either Montaigne or Johnson were goocl 
judges. As Lancelot .said to the imfoi tiinatc Mahl o? 
Astolat, “ I love not to be forced to love, for love must 
arise of the heai’t and not by constraint.” - 

Love defies distance and the elements ; Sostos and 
Abydos are divided by the sea, “ hut Love joined them 
by an ai row from his bow.” 

Love can be happy anywhere. Byron wished 

“ 0 that the desert were my dwelling-place, 

With one tAir Spirit for my minister. 

That I might all forget the human race, 

And, hating no one, love but only her.” 

^ Burns. 

“ Malory, Morte d' Arthur. ^ Syinonds. 

L 
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And many will douLtless have felt 

“ 0 Love ! wliat hofrs were thine ami mine 
111 lands of palm and southern pine, 

In lands of palm, of orange-hlossoin, 

Of olive, aloe, and maize and vine.” 

What is true of space holds good ecpially of time. 

“ In ])oace, Love tunes the shcjdierd's reed ; 

In war, he mounts the warri(»r s steed ; 

In halls, in ^ay attire is seen ; 

In hamlets, danees on the green. 

IjOvc rules the court, tlie earn]*, the gi-ovct, 

And men hedow, and wiints above ; 

For love is heaven, and heaven is love.” ^ 

Even when, ns among some Eastern races, Iteligion 
and rhilosO|)hy have conihined to depress Love, tiMith 
reasserts itself in jiopular sayings, as for instance in the 
Tuf kish proverl), All women are perfection, especially 
she who loves you.^^ 

A French lady having once quoted to Alid-el-Kader 
‘the Polish proverb, “A woman draws nune with a hair 
of her head than a yoke of oxen well harnessed ” ; he 
ansv’ered with a smile, “ The hair is unnecessary, 
woman is powerful as fate.” 

But we like to think of Love ratlier as tlie Angel of 
IlAppiiicss than as a ruling force : of the joy of home 
when “ hearts arc of each other sure.” 

It is tlio secret sympathy, 

The silver link, the silken tic, 

Which heart to heart, and mind to mind 
In body and in soul can bind.’'^ 

What Bacon says .of a friend is even truer of a wife ; 
there is “ no man that imparteth his joys to his friend, 
^ Scott. - Ibid, 
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blit lie joycth the more; and no man that imparteth* 
liis gi’icfs to his friend, but h^^ grieveth tfi(‘ Jess/' 

Let some one we love come near us and 

“ At once it stems that somethiiijij new or strange 

Hiis passed upon the Uowers, the trees, the ground ; 

Some sliglit hut unintelligihle change 
On everything around.” ^ 

How true is the saying of La Bruyure, “Etre avee ceiix 
qu on aime, cola soffit.” 

We might, I think, a])})ly to Lovt* what Homer says 
of Fate : 

*' ]I«u- feet are temhu*, for sfie sets Ikt steps 
Not on tiie ground, but on the lieads of men/’ 

Love and b’eason divide the life of man. We must 
give to ojudi its due. If it is inipossiJdc to attain to 
virtue ])y the aid of Love without Iviiason, neither can 
wc dp f’O ni(‘aiis of licasoii alone without Love. 

Love, said M(danipjji(]es, ‘\sowing in the heart of 
man the sweet iiarvest of desire, mixes the sAveetest and 
most beautiful things togotlnn’.’ 

Love is kind, ami siitrers long, 
l^ove is meek, and thinks no wrong. 

Love than death itself more strong — 

Therefore giv<* us Love,” 

No one indeed could comydain now, with Pha'drus 
in Plato's Synqiosium, that liove has had no worshippers 
among the Poets. On the eontrarv, Love has brought 
them many of their sweetest inspirations : none perhaps 
Holder or moi’e ]>eaqtifnl than Milton's description of 
Paradise : 

“ With tljcc conversing, I forgot all lime, 

All seasons, and their change ; all please alike. 


1 Trench. 
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Sweet is tlie breatli of morn, her rising sw’eot 
With ch^trm of earliest birds ; pleasant the sun, 

When first on this delightful land ho spreads 
His orient beams, on herb, tree, fruit, and flower, 
Glistering with dew ; fragrant the fertile earth 
After soft show’ers ; and sweet the coining-on 
Of gi'ateful evening mild ; then silent night, 

With this her solemn bird, and this fair moon, 

And these the gems of heaven, her starry train. 

Blit iieithei- breath of morn when she ascends 
With charm of eaidiest birds : nor rising sun 
On this delightful land ; nor herb, fruit, flower, 
blistering with dew ; nor fragrance after showers ; 

Nor grateful evening mild ; nor silent night, 

With this her solemn bird ; nor walk h}' moon, 

Or glittering starlight, without thee is sweet.” 

Moreover, no one need despair of an ideal marriage. 
We fortunately differ so much in our tastes ; love does 
so jiiuch to create love, that even the humblest may 
hope for a most happy marriage if only he deserve's it ; 
and Shakespeare speaks, as he does so often, for thou- 
sands when he says 

“ She is mine owmi, 

And I as rich in having such a jewel 
As twenty seas, if all their sands w'erc pearls, 

The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold.” 

'‘ True love indeed will not be unreasonable or exacting. 

“ Tell me not, sweet, I am uukiiul 
That from the nunnery 
Of th)^ chaste breast and cj[uiet mind 
To war and anus I fl3\ 

True ! a new mistress now. I chase, 

The first foe in the field, 

And with a stronger faith embrace 
A sword, a horse, a sbiifld. 

Yet this inconstancy is such 
As you too shall adore, 



CHAP. IV 


LOVE 


149 


1 could Tiot love thee, dear, so much, 

Loved 1 not honour more.” ^ 

And yet 

“ Alas ! how light a cause may move 
Dissension between hearts that love ! 

Hearts tliat tlie world in vain had tried, 

And sorrow but more (‘lonely tied, 

Tliat stood the storm, when waves were rough, 

Vet in a sunny liouj- i'all ofF, 

Ijik(‘ sliijis that hav(‘. gone down at sea, 

Wlien heaven was all tranquillity.” - 

For lovo is brittle. Do not risk oven any littl(\ jar ; 
it may ])e 

“The little rift within the lute, 

That by and by will make the. music mute, 

And ever widening slowly silence all.”’’ 

|i0vc is delicate ; “ Love is hurt with jar and rt’et,” 
and you inigiit us well expect a violin to roniuin in tune 
if roughly used, us Love to survive if chilled or driven 
into itself. Hut what a pleasure to keep it alive hy 

“Little, nameless, nnremeinhered acts 
Of kindnes.s and of love.”'* 

“ She whom you loved and ehose,” says Bondi, 

“Is now your bride, 

The gift of heaven, and to your trust consigned : 

Honour her still, though not with passion blind ; 

And in her virtue, though you wateh, conlide. 
be to her youth a comfort, guardian, guide, 

111 wliose expedience she may safety iind ; 

And whether sweet or bitter be assigned, 

The joy with her, as well as pain, divide. 

^ Lovelace. 

Tennyson. 


® Moore. 


■* Wordsworth. 
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Yield not too much if reason disapprove ; 

Nor tootoiiicli force ; the partner of your life 
Should neither victim tie, nor tyrant prove. 
Thus shall that rein, which often mars the bliss 
Of wedlock, scarce be felt ; and thus your wife 
Ne’er in the husband shall the lover miss.* ^ 


Every one is ennobled by’^ trnc love — 

“’Tis better to have loved and lost 
Than never to have loved at all.”*"’ 

Perhaps no one ever praised a woman more grace- 
fully in fL sentence than Steele wlien he said of Lady' 
Elizabeth Hastings that “to know her was a liberal 
education ; but eveiy woman may feel as she improves 
her mind that she is not only^ laying in a stoic of }ia[)pi- 
ness for herself, but also raising and blessing those 
whom she would most wish to see ha])])v and good. 

Jjove, true love, grotvs and deepens with time. 
Husband and wife, who arc married indeed, live 

“lly each other, till to love and live 
Be one.”‘‘ 

ITor^docs it end with life. A mother’s love knows no 
bounds. 


“ They err who tell us I.ove can die, 

With life all other passirms lly, 

All others are hut vanity. 

In Heaven Ambition cannot dwell, 

Nor Avarice in the vaults of Hell ; 

Earthly these passions of the. Earth, 

They perish where they have their birth, 

But Love is indestructiMc ; 

Its holy flame for ever burnetii, 

From Heaven it came, to Heaven returneth ; 

^ Bondi. Tr. by Glassford. 

2 Tennyson. “ Swinbiirue. 
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Too oft on Earth a troubled guest. 

At times deceived, at times opprsst, 

It here is tried jfiid juirified, 

Tlien liiitli in Heaven its perfect rest: 

It sowclh here with toil and care, 

But the Urtrvest time of Love is there. 

The Mother when she meets on high 
Tiie Ba})e she lost in infancy. 

Hath she not then, for pains and fears, 

The day of woe, the watchful night, 

For all her sorrow, all her tears. 

An over-payment of delight ?” ^ 

As life wenrs on the love of husLaiul or wife, of 
fricTKls and of children, becomes the great Solace and 
delight of age. Tlio one recalls the 2>ast, the other 
gives intei’cst to the future ; and in our children wc 
live our lives again. 


^ Honthov. 



CHAPTER V 

ART 

** art consists neither in altering, nor in improving nature ; 
but in seeking tliroughont natuu* for ‘whatsoever things arc lovely, 
whatsoever things are pure’ ; in loving these, in displaying to the 
utmost of tlie painter’s power such loveliness as is in them, and 
directing the thoughts of others to them by winning ai t, or gentle 
emjjhasis. Art (caetcris paribus) is great in exact i)roportion to 
the Ij^ve of beauty shown by the painter, provided that love of 
beauty forfeit no atom of truth.” — R uskin. 

The most ancient works of Art which we possess, are 
representations of animals, rude indeed, hut often 
sirikingly characteristic ; engraved on, or carved in, 
stag's-hoi’ii, bone or stone; and found in English, French, 
and German caves, with stone and other rude implements, 
anc^ the remains of mammalia, belonging appai’cntly to 
the close of the glacial epoch : not only of the (leer, 
])car, and other animals now inhabiting temperate 
Euro2)e, but of soirie, such as the reindeer, the musk 
sheep, the mammoth, and the woolly-haired rhinoceros, 
which have either retreated north or become altogether 
extinct. We may even, I think, venture to hope that 
other designs may hereafter he found, which will give 
us additional information as to the manners and customs 
of our ancestors in those remote ages. 

(Next to these in point of antiquity come the sculp 
152 
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tures and paintings on Egyptian and Assyrian tombs, 
temples, and palaces. 

These ancient scenes, considered as works of art, 
have no doubt many faults, and yet how graphically 
they tell their story ! As a matter of fact a king is 
not, as a rule, bigger than his soldiers, ]>ut in these 
battle-scenes he is always so rcjn’cscnted. 'NVe must, 
however, reiueniber that in ancient warfare the greater 
part of tlie lighting was done by the chiefs. In this 
respect the Honieiic ])oenis resemble the Assyrian and 
Egyptian representations. At any rate, we sec at a 
glance which k the king, wliieh arc ofiicers, wldch side 
is victorious, the struggles and suHVrings of the W(nin(?ed, 
the flight of the eiHiiny, the city of refuge — so that he 
wdio runs may read ; while in modern battle-j)icturcs 
the story is much les.s (hair, and, indeed, the untrained 
eye secs for some time little but scarlet and smoke. 

These works assuredly possess a grniideiir and dign’/y 
of the^r own, even though they ha\'e not the beauty of 
later art 

. In Clreecc Art reached a perfection which has never 
been excelled, and it was more appreciated than perhaps 
it has ever been since. 

At the time wlien Demetiius attacked the city of 
Khodes, Trotogenes was painting a picture of Talysus. 
“This,’’ say.s Jfliny, “hindered King Demetrius from 
taking Khod(‘s, out of fear lest he sbotdd burn the 
picture ; and not being able to fire the town on any 
other side, he was pleased rather to spare the painting 
than to take the victory, whicdi was already in his 
hands. Protogencs, at that time, liad his painting-room 
in a garden out of the'town, and veiy near the camp of 
the enemies, where he was daily finishing those pieces 
which be had already begun, tlu^ noise of soldiers not 
being capable of interru])ting his studies. But l)emctriua 
causing him to he brought into his presence, and asking* 
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bim what made him so bold as to work in the midst of 
enemies, he 'answered tl^e king, ‘ That he understood 
the war which he made was against the Rhodians, and 
not against tlie Arts/ ” 

With the decay of Greece, Art sank too, until it was 
revived in the thirteenth century by C^imabuc, since 
whose time its progress has been triumphal. 

Art is uiupiestionably one of the purest and highest 
elements in human happiness. It trains the mind 
through the eye, and the eye through tlie mind. As 
the sun colors flowers, so does art color life. 

‘‘In true Art,” says Ruskin, “the hand, the head, 
and the heart of man go together. l>ut Art is no re- 
creation : it cannot be learned at sf)are moments, nor 
pursued when we have nothing better to do.” 

It is not only in the East that great works, really 
due to study and hdmur, have been attributed to 
mpgic. 

Study and la])Our cannot make every man an virtist, 
but no one can succeed in art witlioiit them. In Ai*t 
two and two do not make four, and no number of little 
things will make a great one. 

It has been said, and on high authority, that the end 
of all art is to please. But this i.s a very imperfect 
definition. It might as well be said that a library is 
Quly intended for pleasure and oi riamcnt. 

Art has the advantage of nature, in so far as it in- 
troduces a human element, which is in some re.spects 
superior even to nature. “If,” says Plato, “you Uike 
a man as he is made by nature and compare him with 
another who is the effect of art, the work of nature will 
always appear the less beautiful, because ai*t is more 
cTiCcurate than nature.” 

Bacon also, in I'he AdvaTicement of Learning^ speaks 
of “ the world being inferior to the soul, by reason wherc- 
« j>f there is agreeable to the spirit of man a more ample 
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greatness, a n^ore exact goodness, and a more absolute 
van’ety than can be found in Jhe nature (S things.’^ 

The poets tell us that, Prometheus having made a 
beautiful statue of Minerva, the goddess was so delighted 
that she oiferod to bring down from Heaven anything 
which could add to its perfection. Prometheus on this 
prudently asked lier to take him there, so that he might 
choose for himself. This Minerva did, and Prometheus, 
finding that in heaven all things wore animated by fire, 
brought back a s})ark, with which h(3 gave life to his 
work. 

In fact, Imitation is the mc'ans and not the* end of 
Art. The story of Zeuxis and Paifhasius is a pretty 
tale ; but to deceive l>irds, or even man himseTlf, is but 
a trifling matter eom[)ared with the higher functions of 
Art. To imitate the 7/W, says Dr. Young, is not 
imitating Homer; though, a.s Sir J. Jveynolds adds, 
the moic the artist .studies nature “llio nearer he 
proa(?hes to the ti*ue and perfect idea of art.” 

Art, indeed, must cioate as well as coj)y. As Victor 
Cousin well says, “ The i<leal without the real lacks life : 
but the real without tin* ideal lacks pure ]>cauty. Doth 
need to unite ; to join hands and enter into allianccj# 
In this way the best work may he aeliieved. llkus 
beauty is an absolute idea, and not a mere copy of 
imperfect Nature.” 

The grouping of the picture is of course of the 
utmost im])ortance. Sir doslnia Koyiiohls gives two 
remarkable cases to show how much any given figure 
ill a picture is affected by its surroundings. Tiiitoret in 
one of his })ictures has taken the Samson of Michael 
Angelo, ]mt an eagl^ under him, placed thunder and 
lightning in liis right hand instead of the jawbone of 
an ass, and thus turne<l him into a Jupiter. The .second 
instance is even more striking. Titian has copied the 
figure in the vault of the Sistine Chajiel which ici>resentl 
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the Deity dividing ligl)t from darkness, and has intro- 
duced it into his pictur^^ of the battle of Cadore, to 
represent a general falling from his horse. 

We must remember that so far as the eye is con- 
cerned, the object of the artist is to train, not to 
deceive, and that his higher function has reference 
rather to the mind than to the eye. 

Those who love beauty will see beauty everywhere. 
No doubt 

“ To gild rdhie<l gold, to paint the lily, 

To throw a perfume on the violet, 

To smooth the iee, or add another hue 
, Unto the rainbow, or with hipcr-light 
To seek the beauteous eye of heavfui to garnish, 

Is wasteful and ridiculous e.xccss.” * 

But all is not gold that glitters, dowers are not all ari'ayed 
liV,e the lily, and there is room for selection as well as 
representation. *« 

“The true, the good, and the beautiful,” says Cousin, 
“ are but forms of the infinite : Avhat then do we really^ 
love in truth, beauty, and virtue t We love the infinite 
himself. The love of the infinite substance is hidden 
under the love of its forms. It is so truly the infinite 
which charms in tlie true, the good, and the beautiful, 
tliat its manifestations alone do not sufJica.*. The artist 
is dissatisfied at the sight even of his greatest works ; 
he aspires still higher.” 

It is indeed sometimes objected that Dindscape 
painting is not true to nature ; but we must ask, What 
is truth ? Is the object to produce the same im])ression 
on the mind as that created by the scene itself? If 
so, let any one try to draw from memory a groTip of 
mountains, and he will probably find that in the im- 
pression produced on his mind the mountains are loftier 
^ Shakespeare. 
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iinrl sleeper, tlie valleys deeper and narrower, than in 
the actual reality. A dn^ving, therij which Avas 
literally exact would not be true, in the sense of con- 
veying the same iTii])rcssion as Nature herself. 

In fact, Ai't, says CJocthe, is called Art simply 
because it is not Nature. 

It is not sulHcicnt for the artist to ('hoose beautiful 
scenery, and delineate it with accuracy. He must not 
be a mei’e (*opyist. Something higher and more subtle 
is re(iuired. He must create, or at any rate interpret, 
as well as coj)y. 

Turner was never satisfied merely to copy a’cn the 
most glorious scciiery. He moved, and even suppres»ed, 
mountains. 

A certiiin nobleman, we are told, was very anxious 
to see the model from whom (hiido painted his lovely 
female faces. (Uiido [)laced his color-grinder, a big 
coarse man, in an attitude, and then drew a beaut^iil 
Mag(hilen. “ Hy dear ( 'ount,'' he said, “the beautiful 
and pure idea must be in the mind, and then it is no 
matt.(5r what the model is.” 

When painting St. Michael for the Church of the 
Capuchins at Koine, (luido wished that he “had th^ 
wings of an angel, to have ascended unto Paradise, Und 
there to have beheld the forms of those lieautifiil sjurits, 
from which I might have copied my Archangel. Byt 
not being able to mount .so high, it was in vain for me 
to seek for his nrsemblance here below ; so that I was 
forced to look into mine own mind, and into that idea 
of be,auly which I have formed iii inv own imagina- 
tion.”! 

Science attempts, *is far as the limited powers of 
Man permit, to reproduce the actual facts in a manner 
which, however bald, is true in itself, irrespective of 
time and scene. To do this she must submit to many 

^ Drydcn. 



168 


THE PLEASURES OF LIFE 


PART II 


limitations ; not altogether un vexatious, and not with- 
out serious drawbacks. ^ Art, on the contrary, en- 
deavours to convey the in)[)ression of the original under 
some especial aspect. 

In some respects, Art gives a clearer and more 
vivid idea of an unknown country than any description 
can convey. In literature rock may be rock, but in 
painting it must bo granite, slate, or some other special 
kind, and not merely rock in general. 

It is remarkable that while artists have long recognised 
the necessity of studying anatomy, [ind there has ])een 
from tie commencement a professor of anatomy in th(} 
Roj'al Academy, it is only of late years that any know- 
ledge of botany or geology has been considered desirable, 
and even now their importance is by no means generally 
recognised. 

Much has been written as to the relative merits of 
painting, sculpture, and architecture. This, if it be 
not a somewhat unprofitable inquiry, would any 
rate be out of place here. 

Architecture not only gives intense pleasure, but 
even the impression of something ethereal and super- 
, human. 

‘Madame de Staid described it as “frozen music”; 
and a cathedral is a glorious specimen of “ thought in 
stone,” whose very windows are transparent walls of 
gorgeous hues. 

Caracci said that poets paint in their wwds and 
artists speak in their works. I'he latter have indeecl 
one great advantage, for a glance at a statue or a 
painting will convey a more vivid idea than a long and 
minute description. * 

Another advantage possessed by Aj't is that it is 
understood by all civilised nations, whilst each has a 
separate language. 

Again, from a material point of view Art is most 


0 
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important. In a recent address Sir F. Leighton has 
observed that the study of ArJ “ is every flay becoming 
more important in relation to certain sides of the 
waning material })rosperity of the country. For the 
industrial competition })otween this and other countries 
— a competition, keen and eager, which means to 
certain industries almost a race for life — runs, in many 
Ciises, no longer exclusively or mainly on the lines of 
excellence of matei*ial and solidity of workmanship, 
but greatly nowadays on the lines of artistic charm and 
beauty of design.” 

The highest service, however, that Art can* accom- 
plish for man is to become “at once the voice of Jiis 
nobler aspirations, and the steady disciplinarian of his 
emotions ; and it is with this mission, rather than with 
any a'sthetic j)crfection, that we are at present con- 
cerned.” ^ 

iScienco and Art are sisters, or rather perhaps they 
are like brother and sister. Tha mission of Art is in 
some respects like that of woman. It is not Hers so 
much to do the hard toil and moil of the Avorld, as to 
surround it with a halo of beauty, to convert work 
into ])leasure. 

Tji )Scicnce wc naturally expect progress, but in Art 
^the case is not so clear: and yet Sir »joshua Kcyiiolds 
did not hesitate to express his conviction that in the 
future “so much will ]>ainting improve, that the b<*st 
wc can now achieve will appear like the work of 
childi’cn,” and we may hope that our ])ower of enjoying 
it may inenase in an equal ratio. Wordsworth says 
that })oets have to create the taste for their own works, 
and the same is, in Some degree at any rate, true of 
artists. 

Ill one respect csjiecially modern painters appear to 
have made a marked advance, and one great blessing 
^ Ilaweis. 
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which in fact wc owe to them is a moi'c vivid enjoy- 
ment of scenoiy. 

I have of course no pretensions to speak with 
authority, but even in the case of the greatest masters 
before Turner, the landscapes seem to me singularly 
inferior to the figures. Sir Joshua Iteynolds tells us 
that Criiinsborough framed a kind of model of a land- 
scape on his table, composed of broken stones, dried 
herbs, and pieces of looking-glass, which he “ magnified 
and improved into rocks, trees, and water ” ; and Sir 
Joshua solemnly discusses the wisdom of such a pro- 
ceeding, “How far it may be useful in giving hints, 
he ♦'gravely says, “the professors of lam I scape can best 
determine,” but he does not recommend it, and is 
disposed to think, on the whole, the practice may bo 
more likely to do harm than good ! 

In the picture of Ceyx and Alcyone, by Wilson, of 
whom Cunningham said that, with Gainsborough, he 
laid the foundation of our School of Landscape, the 
castle is said to have been painted from a pot of porter, 
and the rock from a Stilton cheese. There is indeed 
another version of the story, that the picture was sold 
Jor a pot of porter and a cheese, wliicli, however, does 
nof give a higher idea of the appreciation of the art of 
landsca])c at that date. 

Until very recently the general feeling with reference 
to mountain scenery lias been that ex]>i'ess(;d by Tacitus. 
“Who wouhl leave Asia or Africa or Italy to go to 
Germany, a shapeless and unformed country, a harsh 
sky, and melancholy aspect, uidess indeed it was his 
native land ? ” 

It is amusing to read the opinion of Dr. Beattie, in 
a special treatise on Truths J*odry^ and Masic^ written at 
the close of last century, that “The Highlands of 
Scotland are in general a melancholy country. Long 
L*acts of mountainous country, covered with dark heath, 
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and often obscured hy misty weather ; narrow valleys 
thinly inhabited, and boundei^ by precipfces resounding 
with the fall of torrents ; a soil so rugged, and a 
climate so dreary, as in many parts to admit neither the 
amenities of pasturage, nor the labours of agriculture ; 
the mournful dashing of waves along the firths and 
lakes ; the portentous noises which every change of the 
wind is apt to raise in a lonely region, full of echoes, 
and rocks, and caverns ; the grotesque and ghastly appear- 
ance of such a landscape by the light of the moon : 
objects like these diffuse a gloom over the fancy,” ctc.^ 
Even (ioldsniith regarded the scenery • of the 
Highlands as dismal and hideous. Johnson, we know, 
laid it down Jis an axiom that “ the no))lesf prospect 
which a Scotchman ever sees is the high road that leads 
him to England ’’ — a saying which throws much doubt 
on his dictum that the (Jiant’s Causeway was “worth 
'Seeing but not worth going to see.’'- 

Madame dc Staid d(*clared, that though she would 
go 500 leagues to meet a clever man, she would not 
care to open her window to see the Bay of Naples. 

Nor was the ancient absence of appreciation con- 
fined to scenery. Ihirke, speaking of Stonehenge, eve® 
says, Stonehenge, neither for disiiosition nor ornament, 
has in it anything admirable.” 

Ugl}'' scenery may well in some cases liave ipi 
injurious effect on the human system. It has been 
ingeniously suggested that Avhat really drove Don 
Quixote out of his mind was not the study of his books 
of chivalry, so much as the monotonous scenery of 
Iai Mancha. 

The love of landscape is not indeed due to Art alone. 
It has been the happy combination of art and science 
which has trained us to perceive the beauty w^hich 
surrounds us. 

^ Beattie. 1776, Boswell. 

M 
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Art helps us to see, and “ hundreds of people can 
talk for one ^lo can thii|k ; but thousands can think 
for one who can see. To see clearly is poetry, prophecy, 
and religion all in one. . . . Remembering always that 
there are two characters in which all greatness of Art 
consists — first, the earnest and intense seizing of 
natural facts ; then the ordering those facts by strength 
of human intellect, so as to make them, for all who 
look upon them, to the utmost servicciible, memorable, 
and beautiful. And thus great Art is nothing else than 
the type of strong and noble life ; for as the ignoble 
person, cn his dealings with all that occurs in the 
work! about him, first sees nothing clearly, looks nothing 
fairly in the face, and then allows hims(;lf to be swept 
away by the trampling torrent and unescapable force of 
the things tliat he would not foresee and could not 
understand : so the noble person, looking the facts of 
the world full in the face, and fathoming them with-* 
deep faculty, then deals with them in unalarmed in- 
telligence and unhurried strength, and becomes, with 
his human intellect and will, no unconscious nor 
insignificant' agent in consummating their good and 
restraining their evil/’ ^ 

JViay we not hope that in this respect also still further 
progress may be made, that beauties may be revealed, 
and pleasures may be in store for those who come after 
us, which we cannot appreciate, or at least can but 
faintly feel ? 

Even now there is scarcely a cottage without some- 
thing more or less successfully claiming to rank as Art, 
— a picture, a photogi'aph, or a statuette ; and we may 
fairly hope that much as Art eveh Tiow contributes to 
the happiness of life it will do so even more effectively 
in the future. 

* Ruslvin. 
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“Ami here the siiiL(er ter his Art 
Not all in vain may ]>h'a<l 
‘ 'j'he son,ij that nerves a nation’s heart 
Is in itself a deed/ ” 

Tjcnnyson. 

Aftrii the disastrous defeat of tlie Atheniiuis before 
Syrticuse, Plutarch tells us tliat the Sicilians spared 
those who could repeat any of iht^ poetry of Euripidtjs. 

“ Some there Were/’ ho says, ‘‘ who t>wed their 
preservation to Euripides. Of all the Grecians, his wa% 
the muse with whom the Sicilians wore most in lo^. 
From the stiangers who landed in their island •they 
gleaned every small sj)ecimen or i)ortion of his works, 
and communicated it with pleasure to each other. It 
is said that upon this occasion a number of Athenians 
on their return home went to Euripides, and thanked 
him in the most grateful manner for their obligations 
to his pen ; some liaving been enfranchised for te^iching 
their master’s what they remembered of his poems, and 
others having procured refreshments, when they were 
wandering about after the battle, by singing a few of 
his verses.” 

Nowadays we are not likely to owe our lives to 
Poetry in this sense, yet in another we many of us* %we 
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to it a similar debt. How often, when worn with over- 
work, sorrow, dr anxiety, have we taken down Homer 
or Horace, Shakespeare or Milton, and felt the clouds 
gradually roll away, the jar of nerves subside, the 
consciousness of power replace physical exhaustion, and 
the darkness of despondency brighten once more into 
the light of life. 

“And yet Plato,” says Jowett, “expels the poets 
from his Republic because they are allied to sense ; 
because they stimulate the emotions ; because they are 
thrice removed from the ideal truth.” 

In that respect, as in some others, few would accept 
Plata’s Republic as being an ideal Commonwealth, and 
most would agree with 8ir Philip Sidney that “ if you 
cannot bear the jdanet-like music of poetry ... I 
must send you in the behalf of all poets, that while 
you live, you live in love, and never get favour for 
lacking skill of a sonnet ; and when you die, your 
memory die from the earth, for want of an epitaph.” 

Poetry hfis often been eompared with painting and 
sculpture. Simonides long ago said that Poetry is a 
speaking picture, and painting is mute Poetry. 

“Poetry,” .says Cousin, “is the first of the Arts 
because it best represents the infinite.” 

And again, “ Though the arts arc in some respects 
isolated, yet there is one v^hich seems to profit l)y the 
resources of all, and that is Poetry. With words. 
Poetry can paint and sculpture ; she can build edifices 
like an architect ; she unites, to some extent, melody 
and music. She is, so to say, the centre in which all 
arts unite.” 

A true poem is a gallery of pictures. 

It must, I think, be admitted that painting and 
sculpture can give us a clearer and more vivid idea of 
an object we have never seen than any description can 
coLvey. But when we have once seen it, then on the 
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contrary there are many points which the poet brings 
before us, and which perhap^ neither in che representa- 
tion, nor even in nature, should we perceive for our- 
selves. 0])jects can be most vividly brought before us 
by the artist, actions by the poet ; space is the domain 
of Art, time of Poetry.^ 

Take, for instance, as a typical instance, female 
beauty. How laboured and how cold any description 
appears. The greatest X)oct8 recognise this; as, for 
instance, when Scott wishes us to realise the liady of 
the Tiakc he does not attempt any description, but just 
mentions her attitude and then adds — 


Aiul ne’er did Grecian chisel trace 
A Nyiupli, a Naiad, or a Grace, 

Of liii«‘r form (n* lovelier face ! ” 

A gi*eat poet must be inspired ; he must possess an 
ox<pnsite sense of ])eauty, with feelings deeper than 
those of most men, and }’et well under control. “•The 
Milton of poetry is the man, in his own magnificent 
phrase, of devout prayer to that Eternal Spirit that can 
enrich with all utterance and knowledge, and sends ouf 
his seraphim with the halloAvcd fire of his altar, to toiKjji 
and purify the lips of whom he pleases.” - Aftd if 
from one point of view Poetry brings home to us the 
immeasuralde inequalities of <liffercnt minds, on the 
other hand it teaches us that genius is no aftair of rank 
or wealth. 

“ I think of Chatterton, the iuarvellou<i hoy, 

The sleeidcss soul, that perishM in his jtride ; 

Of burns, that wiilk'd in glory and in joy 

behind his jjlongh upon the monntain-sulo.’' ^ 

A man may be a poet and yet writfc no verse, but 
not if be writes bad or poor ones. 

^ See Lessing’s Laocoon, ^ Arnold. ^ Wordswofl^ 
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**Mediocribus esse poetis 

Non homines, non Di, non coucessere cohiimnr.”^ 

Poetry will not live unless it bo alive, “ that which 
comes from the head goes to the heart ” ; - and Milton 
truly said that he who would not be frustrate of his 
hope to write well liereafter in laudable things, ought 
himself to be a true poem/^ 

For “ he who, having no touch of the Muses’ 
madness in his soul, comes to the door and thinks he 
will get into the temple ])y the help of Art — he, I say, 
and his J\)ctry ai-c not admitted.”^ 

Second-rate poets, like second-rate writers generally, 
fade gradually into dreamland ; but the work of the 
true poet is imrnortiil. 

“For have not the verses of liomcr continued 2500 
years or more without the loss of a syllable or a letter, 
during which time infinite palaces, temples, castles, 
cities, have been decayed and demolislicd ? It ia^ not 
possible to have the true pictui'cs or statues of Cyrus, 
Alexander, or Csesar ; no, nor of the kings or great 
personages of much later years ; for the originals cannot 
^st, and the copies cannot but lose of the life and 
truth. But the images of men’s wits and knowledge 
remain in books, exempted from the wrong of time and 
capable of perpetual renovation. Neither are they fitly 
to be called images, because they generate still and wist 
their seeds in the minds of others, provoking and 
causing infinite actions and opinions in succeeding ages ; 
so that if the invention of the ship was thought so 
noble, which carrieth riches and commodities from place 
to place, and consociatetli the most remote regions in 
partieij^ation of their fruits, how much more are letters 
to be magnified, which, as ships, pass through the vast 
seas of time and make ages so distant to participate of 
^ Horace* ^ Coleridge, ® Plato, 
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the wisdom, illuminations, and inventions, the one of 
the other ? ” ^ 

The poet requires many qualifications. “ Who has 
traced, says Cousin, “ the plan of this poem ? Reason. 
Who has given it life and charm ? Love. And who 
has guided reason and lovej The Will.'' All men 
have some imagination, but the lover and the poet 

‘‘Are of imagination all eompaet. 

The Poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 

Doth glance from heaven to eartli, from earth to heaven, 

And as imagination bodies forth 

The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen 

Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 

A local habitation and a name.” - 

Poetry is the fruit of genius ; but it cannot be 
produced without labour. Moore, a|)parently one of 
thd^ airiest of poets, tells us that he was a slow# and 
painstaking workman. 

The Avorks of our greatest Poets are all episodes in 
that one great })oem which the genius of man 
created since the (;ommencenient of liuman liistory. 

A distinguished mathematician is said once tu^h;We 
inquired what was proved by Milton in his Paradise 
Ijost ; and there are no doubt still some who ask them- 
selves, even if they shrink from putting the question 
to others, whether Poetry is of any use, just as if to 
give pleasure were not useful in itself. No true 
Utilitarian, however, would feel this doubt, since tbe^ 
greatest happiness of the greatest numlier is the rule of 
his philosophy. 

We must not, liowever, “ estimate iho works of genius 
merely with reference to the pleasure they afibrd, even 
when pleasure was their principal object. We must 
^ Bacon, ® Shakespeare, 
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also regard the intelligence which they presuppose and 
exercise.” ^ 

Thoroughly to enjoy Poetry we must not limit 
ourselves, but must rise to a high ideal. 

“Yes; constiintly in reading poctiy, a sense for the 
best, the really excellent, and of tlie strength and joy 
to be drawn from it, should be present in our minds, 
and should govern our estimate of what we rcad.”- 

Cicero, in his oration for Archias, well asked, “Has 
not this man then a right to my love, to my admiration, 
to all the means which I can employ in his defence 1 
For we ^re instructed bj’ «all the greatest and most 
learn^ed of mankind, that education, pr(‘cepts, and 
practice cfm in every other branch of learning produce 
excellence. But a poet is formed by the hand of 
nature ; he is aroused by mental vigour, and inspired 
by what we may call the spirit of divinity itself. 
Therefore our Ennius has a right to give to poets the 
epithet of Holy,^ because they are, as it were, lent to 
mankind by the indulgent bounty of the god.s.” 

“ Poetry,” says Shelley, “ awakens and enlarges the 
mind itself ])y rendering it the receptacle of a thousand 
unapprehended combinations of thought. Poetry lifts 
ttfe ^^eil from the hidden beauty of the world, and 
makes familiar objects be as if they were not familiar : 
it reproduces all that it represents, and the imy)erson- 
atidns clothed in its Elysian light stand thenceforward 
in the minds of those who have once contemplated them, 
as memorials of that gentle and exalted content which 
extends itself over all thoughts and actions w’ith which 
it co-exists.” 

And again, “ All high Poetry is infinite ; it is as the 
first acorn, which contained all oaks potentially. Veil 
after veil may be undrawn, and the inmost naked 

^ St. Hilaire. 2 Arnold. 

^ " Plato styles poets the sous and interx^reters of the gods. 
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beauty of the .meaning never exposed. A great poem 
is a fountain for ever overflojring with «he waters of 
wisdom and delight.” 

Or, as he has expressed himself in his Ode to a 
Skylark : 

“ Hi^^hor still and higher 

From the earth thou springest 
Like a cloud of fire ; 

The blue deep thou wingest, 

And singing still dost soar, and soaring over singest. 

Like a poet hidden 

In the light of thought, 

Singing hymns unhidden, 

Till the world is wrought 
To syinjmthy with hopes and fears it heeded not : 

Like <‘i glow-worm golden 
In a dell of dew, 

Scattering unbeholden 
Its aerial hue 

Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from the view.” 

We speak now of the poet as the Maker or Creator 
— 7rot7;T?;s' ; the origin of the word “ bard ” seems_ 
doubtful. 

The Hebrews well called their poets “ Scers,” for 
they not only perceive more than otheivs, but also helj) 
men to see much which would otherwise be lost to us. 
The old Greek word 'was dot<Sbs' — the Bard or Singer. 

Poetry lifts the veil from the beauty of the world, 
and throws over the most familiar ol>jects the glow and 
halo of imagination. The man who has a genuine love 
for Poetry can scarcel;f fail to derive intense pleasure 
from Nature, which to those who love it is all “beauty 
to the eye and music to the ear.” 

“Yet Nature never set forth the earth in so rich 
tapestry as divers poets have done ; neither with ^ 
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pleasant rivers, fruitful trees, sweet-smelling flowers, nor 
whatsoever tAse may mjke the too much-loved earth 
more lovely.” ^ 

In the smokiest city the poet will transport us, as if 
by enchantment, to the fresh air and bright sun, to the 
murmur of woods and leaves and water, to the ripple 
of waves upon sand ; aiid enable us, as in some delight- 
ful dream, to cast off the cares and troubles of life. 

Tlie poet, indeed, must have more true knowledge, 
not only of human nature, but of all Nature, than other 
men are gifted with. 

Crabbe Eobinson tells us that when a stranger 
once asked permission to see ^V"ord8worth's study, the 
maid saifl, “ This is master’s Library, but he studies in 
the fields.” No wonder then that Nature has been 
said to return the poet s love. 

** Call it not vain ; — they do not err 
Who say that, when the poet die.?, 

Mute Nature mourns her worshipper, 

And celebrates his ohsefjuies." 

Swinburne says of Blake, and I feel entirely with 
higi, though in my case the application would have 
been diflerent, that “ The sweetness of sky and leaf, of 
grass and water — the bright light life of Inrd, child, 
vnd beast — is, so to speak, kept fresh by some graver 
sense of faithful and mysterious love, explained and 
vivified by a conscience and purpose in the artist’s hand 
and mind. Such a fiery outbreak of spring, such an 
insurrection of fierce floral life and radiant riot of 
childish power and pleasure, no poet or painter ever 
gave before ; such lustre of gi*bcn leaves and flushed 
limbs, kindled cloud and fervent fleece, was never 
wrought into speech or shape.” 

To appreciate Poetry we must not merely glance 
^ Sydney, Defence of Poetry, Scott, 
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at it, or rush through it, or read it in order to talk or 
write about it. One must jjonipose oriSself into the 
right frame of mind. Of course for one’s own sake one 
will read Poetiy in times of agitation, sorrow, or 
anxiety, but that is another matter. 

The inestimable treasures of Poetry again are open 
to all of us. The best books are indeed the cheapest. 
For the price of a little beer, a little tobacco, we can 
buy Shakespeare or Milton — or indeed almost as many 
books ixs a man can lead with profit in a year. 

Nor, in considering the advantage of Poetry to man, 
must wo limit ourselves to its j)ast or preseiit influ- 
ence. The future of Poetry, says Matthew Arn#>ld, 
and no one was more qualified to speak, “ The^future of 
Poetry is immense, becau.se in Poetry, where it is worthy 
of its high destinies, our race, as time goes on, will find 
an ever surer and surer sta 3 ^ But for Poetry the idea 
is everything ; the rest is a world of illusion, of divjne 
illu.sif>n. Poetry attaches its emotion to the idea ; the 
idea is tlie fact. The .strongest part of our religion to- 
day is its unconscious I’oetiy. AVe should conceive of 
I'oetry worthily, and more highl v than it has been the 
custom to conceive of it. AVe should conceive of it a.^ 
capable of higher uses, and called to higher destinies flian 
those which in general men liave assigned to it hitherto.” 

Poetry has been well called the record “ of the best 
and happiest moments of the happiest and best minds " ; 
it i.s the light of life, the very “ image of life expressed 
in its eternal truth ” ; it irnmorkdises all that is best and 
most beautiful in the world ; “ it purges from our inward 
sight the film of familiarity which ol>scurc8 from us the 
wonder of our being*’ ; ^‘it is the centre and circum- 
ference of knowledge”; and j)octs are “mirrors of 
the gigantic shadows which futurity casts upon the 
present.” 

Poetry,, in effect, lengthens life ; it creates for%s 
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time, if time be realised as the succession of ideas and 
not of minuter ; it is tbo^“ breatli and finer sjiirit of all 
knowledge ” ; it is bound neither by time nor space, 
but lives in the sjiirit man. What greater praise 
can be given than the saying that life should be Poetry 
jmt into action % 



CHAPTER YII 

MUSIC 

** Music ia a moral law. It gives a soul to the univer^, wings 
to the niiiul, flight to the imagination, a charm to sadness, gafcty 
and life to everything. It is the essein.’c of order, and ftads to all 
that is good, just, and beautiful, of which it is the invisilde, but 
iicvortlieless da;;zling, j)as.sionate, and eternal form.” — rLATO, 


Music is in one sense far more ancient than man, and 
the v^)ice was, from the very commencement of human 
existence, a source of melody. The early history of 
Music is, however, unfortunately wrapped in much 
obscurity. The invention of notes is but recent, and 
tradition in sucli a matter can tell ns but little. So^ 
far, however, as musical instruments are concerned? it 
is pro])able that percussion came first, then wind instru- 
ments, and lastly, those with strings: first the Hrum^ 
then the Flute, and thirdly, the lyre. 

The contest between Marsyas and Apollo is supposed 
by some to typify the struggle between the Flute and 
the Lyre ; Marsyas rej)resenling the archaic Flute, 
Apollo the champion of the Lyre. The latter of course 
was victorious : it sets “the voice free, and the sound 

“ Of music that is born of human bi cath 
Conics straightor to the soul than any strain 
The hand alone can make.”^ 


^ L. Morris. 
173 



174 


THE PLEASURES OF LIPfi 


PART II 


Various myths have gi*own up to explain the origin 
of Music. One Greek trulition was to the effect that 
Grasshoppers were human beings themselves in a world 
before the Muses ; that when the Muses came, being 
ravished with delight, they “ sang and sang and forgot 
to eat, until they died of hunger for the love of song. 
And they carry to heaven the report of those who 
honour them on earth.” ^ 

The old writers and commentators tell us that Pytha- 
goras, “as he was one day meditating on the want of 
some rule to gtiidc the ear, analogous to what had been 
used tc help the other senses, chanced to pass by a 
blacksmith’s shop, and observing that the hammers, 
which were four in number, sounded very harmoni- 
ously, he liad them weighed, and found them to be in 
the proportion of six, eight, nine, and twelve. Upon 
this he suspended four strings of erjual length and 
thickness, etc., fastened weights in the al>ove-mcntione(l 
proportions to each of them respectively, and round 
that they gave the same sounds that the hammers had 
done ; viz. the fourth, fifth, and octf^ive to the gravest 
tone.”- However this may be, it would appear that the 
f lyre had at first four strings only ; Terpander is said 
to have given it three more, and an eighth was sub- 
sequently added. 

» The Chinese indicated the notes by words or their 
initials. The lowest was termed “ Koung,” or the 
Emperor, as being the Foundation on which all were 
supported; the second was Tschang, the Prime Minister; 
the third, the Subject ; the fourth. Public Business ; 
the fifth, the Mirror of Heaven.” ^ The Greeks also 
had a name for each note. We' have unfortunately no 
specimens of Greek ^ or Itoman, or even of Early Chris- 

^ Plato. ® Crowest. ® Rowbotham, History of Music, 

Since this was written some fragments of a hymn to Apollo have 
oeen foiind at Delphi. 
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tian music. The so-called Gregorian notes were not 
invented until six hundred ye^irs after GMegory^s death. 
The Monastery of St. Gall possesses a score of Gregory’s 
Antiphoiuiry, made about the year 780 by a chorister 
who was sent from liome to Charlcmagno to reform the 
Northern music, and in this the sounds are indicated 
by “ neumes,” from which our notes were gradually de- 
veloped, being first arranged along one line, to which 
others were gradual added. 

The most ancient known piece of music for several 
voiees is an English four merfs song, “ Summer is 
i-comen in,” which is considered to })c at least early 
as 1240, and is now in the British Museum. 

In the matter of music Englishmen have* certainly 
deserved well of the world. Ev(*n as long ago as 1185 
Giraldus Cam))rensis, Archdeacon of St. David’s, says, 
“ The Britons do not sing their tunes in unison like the 
inhabitants of other countries, hut in dificrent jiarts. 
So tkal when a company of singers meet to sing, as is 
usual in this country, as many dilferent parts are heard 
as there are singers.”^ 

The Venetian ambassador in the time of Henry 
Vni. repoi’ted of our English Cliurch music : ‘‘ Th^ 
mass was sung hy His Majesty’s choristers, wHosc 
voices arc more heavenly than human ; tliey did not 
chaunt like men, but like angels.” 

Dr. Burney says that Purcell was “as mucli tfic 
pride of an Englishman in music as Shakespeare in 
productions of the stage, Milton in epic poetry, Locke 
in metaphysics, or Sir Isaac Newton in philosophy and 
mathematics”; and yet Purccirs music is unfortunately 
but little known to Ufcfno’w, as Maefarreu says, “to our 
great loss.” 

Purcell died early, and on liis toml) is the celebrated 
epitaph — 


^ Wakefield. 
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“ Here lies Henry Purcell, who left this life, and is 
gone to that«-blessed plivpe, where, only, his harmony 
can be exceeded.” 

The authors of some of the loveliest music, and even 
in some cases that of comparatively recent times, are 
unkno^vn to us. This is the case for instance with the 
exquisite song “ Drink to me only with thine eyes,*’ 
the words of which were taken by Jonson from I'hilo- 
stratus, and which has been considered as the most 
beautiful of all “ songs.** 

The music of “ God Save the Queen ” has been 
adopted in more than half a dozen other countries, and 
yet<.the authorship is a matter of doubt, being attributed 
by some to Dr. John Bull, by others to Carey. It was 
apparently first sung in a tavern in Gornhill. 

Both the music and words of “01 )eath, rock mo 
to sleep ** are said to be by Anne Boleyn ; “ Stay, 
Corydon ** and “ Sweet Honey -sucking Bees ” by Wilbye, 
“the first of madrigal writers.” “Rule Britannia ^ was 
com2>osed by Arne, and originally formed j)art of his 
Masciue of Alfred, first performed in 1740 at Cliefden, 
near Maidenhead, do Arne we are also indebted for 
t^ho music of “ Where the Bee sucks, there lurk I.” 
“The Vicar of Bray*’ is set to a tune originally known 
as “ A Country Garden.’* “ (.^ome unto these yellow 
sands ” we owe to Purcell ; “ Sigli no more, Ladies ’* to 
Stevens ; “ Horae, Sweet Home ’* to Bishop. 

There is a curious melancholy in national music, 
which is generally in the minor key ; this indeed holds 
good with the music of savage races generally. They 
appear, moreover, to have no love songs. 

Herodotus tells us that during the whole time he 
was in Egypt he only heard one song, and that was a 
sad one. My own experience there was the same. 
Some tendency to melancholy seems inherent in music, 
&\d Jessica is not alone in the feeling 
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“ I am never merry when I hear sweet music.” 

The histories of music contain manj^ curious anec- 
dotes as to the circumstances under which different 
works have been composed. 

Rossini tells us tliat he wrote the overture to the 
“Gazza Ladra” on the very day of the first perform- 
ance, in the upper loft of the La Scala, where he had 
been confined by the manager under the guard of four 
scene-shifters, who dropped the score out of window to 
copyists sheet })y .sheet as it was composed. Tartini is 
said to have composed “ II trillo del Liavolo,’' considered 
to be his best work, in a dream. Rossini, sp<faking of 
the chorus in G minor in his “ Dal tuo stellato soglio,” 
tells us : ** While I was writing the chorus in G minor 
I suddenly dipped my pen into a medicine bottle instead 
of the ink. I made a blot, and when I dried this with 
tlie sand it took the form of a natural, which instantly 
gave me the idea of tlie effect the change fiom G minor 
to G major would make, and to this blot is all the 
effect, if any, due.^’ But these of course are exceptional 
cases. 

There are other forms of Music, which, though not 
strictly entitled to the name, are yet cajiable of giving 
intense i)leasure. To the Sportsman what Music can 
excel that of the hounds themselves. The cawing of 
rooks has been often quoted as a sound which has ^o 
actual beauty of its own, and yet which is delightful 
from its associations. 

There is, moreover, a true Music of Nature, — the 
song of birds, the wliisper of leaves, the ripple of waters 
upon a sandy shore, the wail of wind or sea. 

There Avas also *an ancient impres^on that the 
Heavenly bodies give out sound as well as light : the 
Music of' the Spheres has become proverbial. 

There’s not the smallest orb which thou hoholdest 
But in his motion like an angel sings, 

N 
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Still qxiiring to the young-eyed cherubims ; 

Such llarinony is iii^'mmortal souls. 

But while this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.”i 

Music iiuieed often seems as if it scarcely belonged 
to this material universe, but was 

“ A tone 

Of some world far from ours, 

Where music, and moonlight, and feeding are one.”® 

“It is a language which is incajiable of expressing 
anything* coarse or impure.” There is music in speech as 
weir as in song. Not merely in the voice of those we 
love, and tlie charm of association, but in actual melody ; 
as when Milton says, 

“ The Angel ended, and in Adam’s ear 

So charming left his voice, that he awhile 

Thought him still speaking, still stood fixed to hear.” 

It is remarkable that more ])ains are not taken with 
the voice in conversation as well as in singing, for 

“ What plea so tainted and corrupt 

But, being seasoned with a gracious voice, 

Obscures the show of evil.” 

As a general rule 

“ The man that hath no Music in himself 

Nor is not moved with concofd of sweet sounds 
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils ” 

but there are some notable exceptions. Dr. Johnson 
had no love of music. On one occasion, hearing that a 
certain jdece of music was very difficult, he expressed 
his regret that it v-as not impossible. * 

^ Shakespeare. ® Swinburne. 

® Shakespeare. 
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Poets, as might have been expected, have sung most 
sweetly in praise of song. They have, ftioreover, done 
so from very oi)positc points of view. 

Milton invokes it as a luxniy — 

“ An<I ever against eating cares 
Lap rnc in soft Lydian airs ; 

Married to immortal verse 

Siicli as tlie meeting soul 11013’ pierce, 

In notes with many a winding bout 
or linked sweetness long drawn out ; 

Witli wanton heed, and giddy cunning, 

The melting voiee through mazes running 
Untwisting all the ehains that tie 
The hidden soul of harmony." 

Sometimes it is used as a temptation : so Spenser says 
of Pined ria, 

“ And she, more sweet than any bird on hough, 

AVould oftentimes amongst them bear a pjirt, 

And strive to j>asse (as she could well enough) 

Their native musieke by her skilful art." 

Or as an element of pure happiness — 

“ There is in souls a sympathy with sounds ; 

And as the mind is pitched, the ear is pleased 
AVith melting airs or martial, brisk or grave ; 

Some chord in unison with what we hear 
I.s touched within n.s, and the heart replies. 

How soft the music of tho.se village b(,'lls, 

Falling at intervals upon the ear 
In cadence sweet, now dying all away, 

Now ])onling loud again and louder still 
Clear and sonorous, as the gale comes on." ' 

As touching the hnnian heart — 

** The .soul of music sliimbei-s in the shell, 

Till waked and kindled by the master’s spell ; 


^ Cowper, 
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And feeling hearts — touch tliem but rightly — pour 
A thousaiif melodies unheard before. ’* ^ 

As ail education — 

“ I have sent books and music there, and all 
Those instruments with which high spirits call 
The future from its cradle, and the past 
Out of its grave, and make the iwesent last 
111 thoughts and joys which sleep, but cannot die, 

Folded within their own eternity.”- 

As an aid to religion — 

As from the ]>owcr of sacred lays 
^ The spheres began t(> move, 

And sung the great Creator’s praise 
To all the blessed above, 

So when the last and dreadful hour 
This crumbling pageant shall devour 
The trumimt shall be heanl on high, 

The dead shall live, the living die, 

And music shall untune the sk}'.”* 

Or again — 

“ Hark how it falls ! and now it .steals along, 

, Like distant bells u})on the lake at eve, 

When all is still ; and now it grows more strong 
As when the choral train their dirges weave 
Mellow and many voiced ; where every close 

O’er the old minster roof, in echoing waves reflows. 

Oh ! I am rapt aloft. My .s}»irit .soais 

Heyond the skies, and leaves the stjirs behind ; 

Lo ! angels lead me to the happy shores, 

And floating pa*ans fill the buoyant wind. 

Farewell ! base earth, farewell ! inv soul is freed.” 

The power of INIusic to Bway the feelings of JVIan has 
never been more cleverly portrayed than by Dryden in 
“ The Feast of Alexander,” though the circumsUmces of 

1 Rogers. ^ ghelley. s Dryjen, 
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the case precluded any reference to the influence of 
Music in its .nobler asj>ects. 

Poets have always attributed to Music — and who 
can deny it — a ];)ower even over the iiuinimate forces 
of Nature. Shakespeare accounts for shooting stars by 
the attraction of Music : 

“ Tlie rude sea grew civil at lier song, 

And certain stars shot madly from their sjdiere.s 
To hoar the Sea-maid's Music.” 

Prose writers have also been inspired })y Music to 
their highest eloquence. “Music,” said Phi^o, “is a 
moral law. It gives a soul to the universe, wings to 
the mind, flight to the imagination, a charm to sadness, 
gaiety and life to everything. It is the essence of 
order, and leads to .all that is good, just, and beautiful, 
of which it is the invisible, but nevertheless dazzling, 
passionate, and eternal form.'’ “ Music,” said Luther, 
“ ispa fair and glorious gift from God. I would not for 
all the world renounce my liuni1)le share in music.” 
“Music,” said Halevv, “is an art that God has given 
us, ill which the voices of all nations may unite theif 
])rayers in one harmonious rhythm.” -And Carlyle, 
“ Music is a kind of inarticulate, unfathomable sJIccA, 
which leads n.s to the edge of the intinile, and lets us 
for moments gaze into it.” 

“There arc but seven notes in the .scale ; make tffem 
fourteen,” says Newman, “yet what a slender outfit for 
so vast an enterprise ! AAliat science brings so much 
out of so little ? Out of what poor elements docs some 
great master in it (;reatc Ids new world ! Shall we say 
that all this exuberant inventiveness is a mere ingenuity 
or trick of art, like some game of fashion of the day, 
without reality, Avithout meaning ? ... Is it possible 
tliat that inexhaustible evolution and disposition of 
notes, so rich yet so simple, so intricate yet so regiihu^ed, 
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SO various yet so majestic, should be a mere sound, 
which is goii« and jierii^es ? Can it 1)0 that those 
mysterious stirrings of the he^irt, and keen emotions, 
and strange yearnings after wo know not what, and 
awful impressions from we know not whence, should be 
wrought in us by what is unsubstantial, and comes and 
goes, and begins and ends in itself ? it is not so ; it 
cannot be. No; they have escaped from some higher 
sphere ; they are the outpourings of eternal harmony in 
the medium of created sound ; they are echoes from our 
Home ; they are the voice of Angels, or the Magnificat 
of Saint^, or the living laws of Divine Governance, or 
the , Divine Attributes ; something are they^ besides 
themselves, which wo cannot compass, which wc cannot 
utter, though mortal man, and he perhaps not otherwise 
distinguished above his fellows, has the gift of eliciting 
them.” 

Let me also (piote Helmholtz, one of the profoundest 
exponents of modern science. “Just as in the rolling 
ocean, this movement, rhythmically repeated, and yet 
ever-varying, rivets our attention and hurries us along. 
I3ut whereas in the sea blind physical forces alone are 
at work, and hence the final impression on the spectator s 
mind is nothing but solitude — in a musical work of art 
the movement follows the outflow of the artist’s own 
emotions. Novv^ gently gliding, now giacefully leaping, 
now violently stiyred, penetrated, or laboriously con- 
tending with the natural expression of passion, the 
stream of sound, in primitive vivacity, bears over into 
the hearer’s soul unimagined moods wliich the artist has 
overheard from his own, and finally raises him up to 
that repose of everlasting beauty of which God has 
allowed but few of Ilis elect favourites to be the heralds.” 

Poetry and Music unite in song. From the e«arliest 
ages song has been the sweet companion of labour. 
Th^ -rude chant of the boatman floats upon the water, 
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the shepherd sings upon Ihe hill, tlie milkmaid in the 
dairy, the plpuglimaii in the field. Ev^ry trade, every 
occupation, every act and scene of life, has long had its 
own especial music. The bride goes to her marriage, 
the labourer to his work, the old man to his last long 
rest, each with approi)riate and immemoi ial music. 

Music has been truly described as the mother of 
sympathy, the handmaid of Ivcligion, and will never 
exercise its full effect, as the Emperor Charles VI. said 
to Farinelli, unless it aims not merely to charm the ear, 
but to touch the heart. 

There are many who consider that our life at 
present is peculiarly prosaic and mercenary. I greatly 
doubt whether that be the case, but if so owr need for 
Music is all the more imperative. 

Much indeed as Music has already done for man, 
we may hope even more from it in the future. 

It is, moreover, a joy for all. To a.])])reciate Science 
or#Art requires some training, and no doubt the t;ulti- 
vated ear will more and more appreciate the beauties 
of Music ; but though there are excejUional individuals, 
and even races, almost devoid of any love of Musie, 
still they are happily but rare. 

Good Music, moreover, does not necessarily invoke 
any considerable outlay ; it is even now no mere luxury 
of the rich, and wc may hope that as time goes on, it 
will become more and more the comfort and solac^ of 
the poor. 



CHAPTER YIII 

THE BEAUTIES OF NATURE 


“SpoT-k to the earth and it shall teach thee.” — J ob. 

‘*Aiid this our life, exenii)t from public haunt, 

Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks. 
Sermons in stones, and good in everything.” 

SUAKESPEARE. 

We are told in the first chapter of Genesis that at the 
close of the sixth day “ God saw every thing that He 
h^d made, and, behold, it was very good.” Not merely 
some things, but every thing ; not merely good, but 
v^ry good. Yet how few of us appreciate the beautiful 
world in which we live ! 

In preceding chapters I have incidentally, though 
only incidentally, referred to the Beauties of Nature ; 
but any attempt, however imperfect, to sketch the 
blessings of life must contain some special reference to 
this lovely world itself, which the Greeks happily 
called Ko(T/io^ — beauty. 

Hamerton, in his charming work on Landscape^ says, 
“ Tliere are, I believe, four new experiences for which 
no descriyition ever adequately prepares us, the first 
sight of the sea, the first journey in the desert, the 
siglj,f' of flowing molten lava, and a walk on a great 

184 
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glacier. Wo feel in each case that the strange thing is 
pure nature, as much natu^ ;is a faiffiiliar English 
moor, yet so extraordinary that we might bo in another 
planet,’' But it would, I think, be easier to enumerate 
the Wonders of Nature for which description can 
})repare us, than those which are beyond the power of 
language. 

Many of us, however, walk through the world like 
ghosts, as if we were in it, but not of it. We have 
“eyes and see not, ears and hear not." We must look 
before we can expect to see. To look is indeed much 
less easy than to overlook, and to be able to ste what 
we do see, is a great gift. Kuskin maintains khat 
“The greatest thing a human soul ever do<?fe in this 
world is to see something, and tell what it saw in 
a plain way." I do not suppose that his eyes are 
better than ours, but how much more lie sees with 
thorn ! 

“•To the attentive eye," says Emerson, “ each 
moment of the year has its own beauty ; and in the 
same field it beholds every hour a picture that was 
never seen before, and shall never be seen again. The 
heavens change every moment and reflect their glorj^ 
or gloom on the plains beneath." ^ 

The love of Nature is a great gift, and if it is 
frozen or crushed out, tlie charactei’ can hardly fail 
suffer from the loss. I will not, indeed, say that 
a person who does not love Nature is necessarily bad ; 
or that one who does, is necessarily good ; but it is to 
most minds a gi’eat help. Many, as Miss Cobbe says, 
enter the Temple through the gate called Beautiful. 

There are doubtleSs some to whom none of the 
beautiful wonders of Nature ; neither the glories of the 
rising or setting sun ; the magnificent spectacle of the 
boundless ocean, sometimes so grand in its peiiceful 
tranquillity, at others so majestic in its mighty powei^; 
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the forests agitated by the storm, or alive with the 
song of birds i nor the glaciers and mountains — there 
are doubtless some whom none of these magnificent 
spectacles can move, whom “all the glories of heaven 
and earth may pass in daily succession without 
touching their hearts or elevating their minds/^ ^ 

Such men are indeed pitiable. But, happily, they 
are exceptions. If we can none of us as yet fully 
ai)preciate the beauties of Nature, we are beginning to 
do so more and more. 

For most of us the early summer has a special 
charm. ' The very life is luxury. The air is full of 
scelit, and sound, and sunshine, of the song of birds 
and the murmur of insects ; the meadows gleam with 
golden buttercups ; one can almost see the grass grow 
and the buds open ; the bees hum for very joy, and 
the air is full of a thousand scents, above all perhaps 
thrt of new-mown hay. 

The exquisite beauty and delight of a fine summer’s 
day in the country has never perhaps been more ti*uly, 
and therefore more beautifully, described than hy 
Jefferies in his “ Page«ant of Summer.^’ “ I linger,” he 
“ in the midst of the long grass, the luxury of the 
leaves, and the song in the very air. I seem as if I 
could feel all the glowing life the sunshine gives and 
the south wind calls to being. The endless grass, the 

endless leaves, the immense strength of the oak 
expanding, the unalloyed joy of finch and blackbird ; 
from all of them I receive a little. ... In the black- 
bird’s melody one note is mine ; in the dance of the 
leaf shadows the formed maze is for me, though the 
motion is theirs ; the flowers with a thousand faces 
have collected the kisses of the morning. Feeling with 
them, I receive some, at least, of their fulness of life. 
Never could I have enough ; never stay long enough. 

* Beattie. 
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. . . The hours when th(‘ mind is absorbed by beauty 
are the only hours when w^ really liv^, so that the 
longer we can stay among those things so much the 
more is snatched from inevitable Time. . . . These are 
the only hours that are not wasted — these hours that 
absorb the soul and fill it with beauty. This is real 
life, and all else is illusion, or mere endurance. To be 
beautiful and to be calm, without mental fear, is the 
ideal of Nature.” 

I must not, however, enlarge on the contrast and 
variety of the seasons, each of which has its own 
s})ecial <;harm and interest, as 

“ The (laughtfers of the*, year 
Dance into light and die into the shade.”' 

Our countrymen derive great pleasure from the 
animal kingdom, in hunting, shooting, and fishing, thus 
obtaining fresh air and exercise, and being led iiito 
muclf varied and beautiful scenery. Still it will prol>- 
ably ere long bo lecognised that even from a purely 
selfish i)oint of view, killing animals is not the way 
to get the greatest enjoyment from them. How much 
more interesting would every walk in the country ^bc# 
if Man would but treat other animals with kindness, so 
that they might af)proach us without fear, and we might 
have the constant pleasure of watching their Avinning 
w\‘iys. Their origin .•ind histoiy, structure and habits, 
senses and intelligence, ofi’er an endless field of interest 
and wonder. 

The richness of life is marvellous. Any one Avho 
will sit .down (piiotly on the grass and watch a little, 
will be indeed surprised at the number and variety of 
living beings, every one wdth a special history of its 
own, every one offering endless problems of great 
interest. 


' Tennysou, 
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“ If indeed tby heai-t were right, then would every 
creature be to* thee a miiwor of life, and a lx)ok of holy 
doctrine/’ ^ 

The study of Natural History has the special advan- 
tage of carrying us into the country and the open air. 

Not but what towns are beautiful too. They teem 
with human interest and historical associations. 

Wordsworth w«*is an intense lover of nature ; yet 
does he not tell us, in lines which every Londoner will 
appreciate, that he knew nothing in nature more fair, no 
calm more deep, than the city of London at early dawn 1 

I 

Earth has not anything to show more fair ; 

« Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 
A sight so touching in its majVsty : 

This City now doth, like a garment, wear 
The beauty of the morning ; silent, bare, 

Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 
Open unto the fields, and to vhe sky ; 

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 

Never did sun more beautifully steep 
In his first sjdcndour, valley, rock, or hill ; 

Ne'er saw I, never felt, .*i calm so deeji ! 

The river glideth at his own sweet will : 

Dear God ! the very houses seem asleep ; 

And all that mighty heart is lying still ! ” 

Milton also described London as 

“ Too blest abode, no loveliness we see 
In all the earth, but it abounds in thee.” 

Some of our streets indeed are lines of loveliness, 
but yet, after being some time in a great city, one longs 
for the country 

“The meanest floweret of the vale, 

The simplest note that swells the gale, 


^ llionias a Kenipis. 
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The common snn, the air, tlie skies. 

To him are openin^paradise.” ^ 

Here Gray justly places flowers in the first place, for 
whenever in any great town we think of the country, 
flowers seem first to suggest themselves. 

“Flowers,” says Ruskin, “seem intended for the 
solace of ordinary humanity. Children love them ; 
quiet, tender, contented, ordinary people love them as 
they grow; luxurious and disoiderly people rejoice in 
them gathered. They are the cottager’s treasure ; and 
in the crowded town, mark, as with a little broken frag- 
ment of rainbow, the windows of the workers ill whose 
heart rests the covenant of peace.” But in thg crowflled 
street, or even in the formal garden, flowers always 
seem, to me at least, as if they were pining for the 
freedom of the woods and fields, where they can live 
and grow as they list. 

There are flowers for almost all seasons and tall 
plac^, — flowers for spring, sunjiner, and autumn ; while 
even in the very depth of winter here and there one 
makes its appearance. There are flowers of the fields , 
and w’oods and hedgei ows, of the seashore and the lake’s 
margin, of the mountain-side up to the very edge o^th# 
eternal snow. 

And what an infinite variety they iircscnt. 

“ Daffodils, 

Tluit (‘.omc before the swallow dares, and take 
TIju winds of March with beauty ; violets, dim, 

But sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes. 

Or Cythcrea’s breath ; pale primroses, 

That die unmarried, ere they can Ixdiold 
Briglit PlKcbus iiT his strength, a nnilad}’^ 

Most incident to maids ; bold oxlips and 
The crown imperial ; lilies of all kinds. 

The flower-de-luce being one.” 


^ Gray, 


^ Shakespeare. 
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Nor are they mere delights to the eye ; they are full 
of mystery aild suggestions. They almost seem like 
enchanted princesses waiting for some princely deliverer. 
Wordsworth tells us that 

“To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.” 

Every color again, every variety of form, has some 
purpose and explanation. 

And yet, lovely as Flowers are. Leaves add even 
more to the Beauty of Nature. Trees in our northern 
latitudes seldom own large flowers ; and though of 
course there are notahle exceptions, such as the Horse- 
chestnut, ^ill even in these cases the flowers live only a 
few days, Avhile the leaves last for months. 

Every tree indeed is a picture in itself : The 
gnarled and rugged Oak — the symbol and source of our 
navy, sacred to the memory of the Druids, the type of 
strength — is the sovereign of British trees: the Che?tnut 
has beautiful, tapering, and rich green, glossy leaves, 
delicious fruit, and wood so durable that to it we owe 
the grand anti historic roof of Westminster Hall. 

The Birch is the queen of trees, with her feathery 
foliage, scarcely visible in spring but turning to gold in 
autumn ; the ^)endulous twigs tinged with purple, and 
silver stems so brilliantly marked with black and white. 

The Beech enlivens the country by its tender green 
in spring, rich tints in summer, and glorious gold and 
orange in autumn, set off’ by the graceful grey stem; 
and has, moreover, such a wealth of leaves that, as we 
see in autumn, there are enough not only to clothe the 
tree itself but to cover the grass below. 

If the Beech owes much to its delicate grey stem, 
fjuite as beautiful is the reddish crimson of the Scotch 
Pine, in such charming contrast with the rich green of 
the foliage, by which it is shown oft’ rather than hidden. 
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Pines, moreover, with the green spires of the Firs, 
keep the woods warm in wint^jr. 

The Elm forms grand masses of foliage which turn 
a beautiful golden yellow in autumn; and the Black 
Poplar with its perpendicular leaves, rustling and 
trembling with every breath of wind, towers over 
most of our other forest trees. 

Nor must 1 overlook the smaller trees : the Yew 
with its thick green foliage ; the wild Guelder rose, 
which lights up the woods in autumn with translucent 
glossy berries and many-tinted leaves ; or the Bryonies, 
the Briar, the Tiaveller’s Joy, and many another* plant, 
even humbler perhaps, and yet each with some •ex- 
quisite beauty and grace of its owui, so that*we must 
all have sometimes felt our hearts overflowing with 
gladness and gratitude, as if the woods were full of 
music — as if 

“ Thu woods were filled so full with 
There seemed no room for sense of wrong." * 

On the whole, no doubt, woodlands are most 
beautiful in the summer ; yet even in wu’nter the * 
delicate tracery of the branches, which cannot be sg 
well seen w'hen they are clothed wutli leaves, h^s a 
special beauty of its owni ; wdiilo eveiy now' and then 
hoar frost or snow settles like silver on every bran^ 
and twig, lighting up the forest as if by enchantment 
in preparation for some fairy festival. 

I feel w'ith Jefferies that “by day or by night, 
summer or winter, beneath trees the heart feels nearer 
to that depth of life wdiich the far sky means. The 
rest of spirit found finly in beauty, ideal and pure, 
comes there because the distance seems within touch 
of thought.” 

The general effect of forests in tropical regions 

^ Tennyson. 
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must be very different from that of those in our 
latitudes. Kftigsley descwbes it as one of helplessness, 
confusion, awe, all but terror. The tninks are lofty 
and straight, rising to a great height without a branch, 
so that the wood seems at first comparatively operi. 
In Brazilian forests, for instance, the trees struggle 
upwards, and the foliage forms an unbroken canopy, 
perhaps a hundred feet overliead. Here, indeed, high 
up in the air is the real life of the forest. Everything 
seems to climb to the light. The quadrupeds climb, 
birds climb, reptiles climb, and the variety of* climbing 
plants 13 far greater than anything to which we are 
accustomed. 

Many ^ savage nations worship trees, and I really 
think my first feeling would be one of delight and 
interest rather than of surprise, if some day when I 
am alone in a wood one of the trees were to speak to 
Even if not enchanted they arc enchanting : by 
day they are mysterious, and this is much more- the 
Cfise at night. 

With wood Water seems to be naturally associated. 
Without water no landscape is complete, while over- 
head the clouds add beauty to the heavens themselves. 
The spring and the rivulet, the brook, the river, and 
the lake seem to give life to Nature, and were indeed 
regarded by our ancestors as living entities themselves. 
Water is beautiful in the morning mist, in the broad 
lake, in the glancing stream, in the river pool, or the 
wide ocean, beautiful in all its varied moods. It 
nourishes vegetation ; it clothes the lowlands with 
green and the mountains with snow. It sculptuies 
the rocks and excavates the valleys, in most cases 
acting mainly through the soft rain, though our harder 
rocks are still grooved by the ice-chisel of bygone ages. 

The refreshing power of water upon the earth is 
sd^ircely greater than that which it exercises on the 
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mind of man. After a long spell of work how delight- 
ful it is to sit by a lake or ^iver, or oif the seashore, 
and enjoy the fresh air, the glancing sunshine on the 
water, and the ripple of the waves upon sand. 

Every Englishman loves the sight of the Sea. We 
feel that it is to us a second home. It seems to vivify 
the very atmosphere, so that Sea air is proverbial as 
a tonic, and the vvvy thought of it makes the blood 
dance in our veins. The Oce/in gives an impression of 
freedom and grandeur more intense perhaps even than 
the aspect of the heavens themselves. A poor woman 
from Manchcst(?r, on being taken to the seasid<ji is said 
to have expressed her delight on seeing for the ^rst 
time something of which there was enough ft)r every- 
body. Tlic sea coast is always interesting. When we 
tliink of the clifl’ s(‘ctions with their histories of bygone 
ages ; the shore itself teeming with s(*awee(ls and 
animals, waiting for the return of the tide, or thrown 
up ii om de(‘per water by the waves ; the Maurd cries 
of seabirds; the delightful feeling that, ivith every 
})reath, we are laying in a ston; of fresh health, energy, 
and even life, it is impossible to over estimate all we ' 
owe to the Sea. 

It is, moreover, always changing. We went* for 
our holiday last year to Lyme Legis. Let me attempt 
to <lescribe tlie changes in tin* view from our windows 
during a single day. Oin* sitting-room opened on to 
a little lawn, beyond which the ground dropj>ed 
suddenly to the sea, while ovei- about two miles of 
water were the hills of the Dorsetshire coast — (lolden 
Cap, with its bright crest of yellow sand, and the dark 
blue Lias (/liil of lilltck Yen. When 1 came down 
early in the moiiiing tlie snn was rising opposite, 
shining into the room over a calm sea, along an avenue 
of light ; by degrees, as it rose, the whole sea glowed 
in the sunshine, while the hills were bathed in a vioftet 

O 
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mist. By breakfast-time all color had faded from the 
sea — it was liko silver pjvpsing on each side into grey ; 
the sky blue, flecked with fleecj^ clouds ; while, on the 
gentler slopes of the coast opposite, fields and woods, 
quarries and lines of stratification began to show 
themselves, though the cliffs were still in shadow, and 
the more distant headlands still a mere succession of 
ghosts, each one fainter than the one before it. As 
the morning advances the sea becomes blue, the dark 
woods, green meadows, and golden cornfields of the 
opposite coast more distinct, the details of the clifis 
come gradually into view, and fishing-boats with dark 
saik begin to appear. 

Gradifally as the sun rises higher, a yellow line of 
shore appears under the opposite cliffs, and the sea 
changes its color, mapping itself out as it were, the 
shallower parts turquoise blue, almost green; the 
deeper ones violet. 

This does not last long -a thunderstorm comes up. 
The wind mutters overhead, the rain patters on the 
leaves, the coast opposite seems to shrink into itself, 

' as if it would fly from the storm. The sea grows dark 
^‘Mid rough, and white horses appear here mid there. 

But the storm is soon over. The clouds break, the 
rain stops, the sun shines once more, the hills opposite 
cpmo out again. They are divided now not only into 
fields and woods, but into sunshine and shadow. The 
sky clears, and as the sun begins to descend westwards 
tbo sea becomes one beautiful clear uniform azure, 
changing again soon to pile blue in front and dark 
violet beyond ; and once moie, as clouds begin to 
gather again, into an archipelagd of bright blue sea and 
islands of deep ultramarine. As the sun travels west- 
ward, the opposite hills change again. They scarcely 
seem like the same country. What was in sun is now 
ih shade, and what was in shade now lies bright in the 
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sunshine. The sea once more becomes a uniform solid 
blue, only Hocked in placei> by scuds* of wind, and 
becoming piler towards evening as the sun sinks, the 
cliffs which catcli his setting rays losing their deep 
color and in some places looking almost as white as 
chalk ; while at sunset they light up again for a 
moment with a gohlcn glow, the sea at the same time 
sinking to a cold grey. But soon the hills gi’ow cold 
too, Golden Cap holding out bravely to the last, and 
the shades of (ivening settle over cliff and wood, corn- 
field and meadow. 

These are but n part, and a very small par^ of the 
changes of a single day. And scarcely any two days 
are alike. At tinu's a sea-fog covers every thinf;. Again 
the sea which sh'ops to-day so ])eacefully sometimes 
rages, and tlie very existence of the bay itself bears 
witness to its force. 

The night, again, varies like the day. Someti^pos 
shrouded by a canopy of darkness, sometimes lit up by 
millions of brilliant worlds, sometimes batln^d in the 
light of a moon, which never retains the same form for 
two niglits together. * . 

If Lakes arc less grand than the sea, they are ig 
some respects even more lovel}’. The seashore is ?om- 
paratively bare. The baidis of Lakes aie often richly 
clothed with vegetation which comes close down to tj^e 
water’s edge, sonictimes hanging even into the water 
itself. They aio often studded with well -wooded 
islands. They arc sometimes fringed "with green 
meadows, sometimes bounded by rocky promontories 
rising directly from comparatively deep water ; while 
the calm bright surface is often fretted by a delicate 
pattern of interlacing ripples ; or reflects a second, 
softened, and inverted landscape. 

To water, again, we owe the marvellous spectacle of 
the rainbow — “ God’s bow^ in the clouds.” It is inddbd 
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truly a heavenly messenger, and so unlike anything 
else that it scift’cely seemarto belong to this world. 

Many things are colored, but the rainbow seems to 
be color itself. 


“ First thi‘ Hauling rod 
Sprang vivid forth ; the tawny oi ange next, 

And next tlelicious yellow ; by whose side 
Fell the kind beams of all-refreshing green. 

Then the pure lilue that swells autumnal skies, 

Ethereal jday’d ; and then, of sadder hue, 

Einergeil the dee}>er indigo (as when 

iTlie heavy-skirted evening droops with frost), 

While the last gloamings of refracted light 
Died in the fainting violet away.” ^ 

We do not, I think, sufticiently realise how wonder- 
ful is the blessing of color. It would have ])een 
possible, it would even seem more probable, that though 
light might have enabled us to perceive objects, • this 
would only have been by shaile and form. How %ve 
perceive color is not yet understood ; and yet when 
we speak of beauty, among the ideas which come to us 
piost naturally are those of birds and l)uttertlies, flowers 
andf'shclls, precious stones, skies, and rainbows. 

Our minds might have been constituted exactly as 
tjjiey are, we might have been capable of compreliending 
the highest and suhlimest truths, and yet, but for a 
small organ in the head, the world of sound would 
have been shut out from us ; we should have lost all 
the varied melody of natui'e, the charms of music, the 
conversation of friends, and have Ireen condemned to 
perpetual silence : a slight alteration in the retina, 
which is not thicker than a sheet of paper, not larger 
than a finger nail, — and the glorious spectacle of this 
beautiful world, the exf|uisite variety of form, the glow 
^ ^ Thomson. 
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and play of color, the variety of scenery, of woods 
and fields, and lakes and liillt, setus and •mountains, the 
beauty of the sky alike by day and night, would all 
have been lost to us. 

Mountains, again, “seem to have been built for the 
human race, as at once their schools and cathedrals; 
full of treasures of illuniinated manuscript for the 
scholar, kindly in simple lessons for the worker, quiet 
in pale cloisters for the thinker, glorious in holiness for 
the worshipper.” They are “great cathedrals of the 
earth, with their' gates of rock, pavements of cloud, 
choirs of stream and stone, altars of snow, aifd vaults 
of purple traversed by the continual stars.” ^ 

All these luNiuties are comprised in Tennyson’s 
exquisite description of (Knone’s vale — the city, flowers, 
trees, r-ivci-, and mountains. 

“Tlicro lioH a vale in Ma, lovelier 
Thun all the valleys of Ionian hills. 

The .swimming va|iour slojies athw-jul the glen. 

Puts forth an arm, and ereej»s from pine to pine. 

And loiter.s, .slowly draAVii. On either hand 
'I'lie lawn.s and meadowdedges midway down 
Hang rich in t]t»W’er.s, and far below them roar.s 
'Pile long l)rook falling thro’ the elov’n ravine 
In eataiaet after eatarai-t to the sea. 

P.ehiiid the valley topmo.st Oargarus 
Slands up and take.s the morning ; hnt in front 
The gorges, <ipeniijg wide apart, reveal 
Ti’ftas and Ilion’s eolumu’d citadel, 

Tiie cTowii of Troas.” 

And when wo raise our eyes from earth, who has 
not sometimes felt ‘^tho witchery of the soft blue 
sky ” ? who has not watched a cloud floating upwards 
as if on its way to heaven 'i 

And yet “if, in our moments of utter idleness and 

' Uuskin. 
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insipidity, we turn to the sky as a last resource, which 
of its phenomena do we 'speak of 1 One says, it has 
been wet ; and another, it has been windy ; and 
another, it has boon w^arm. Wiio, among tlie whole 
chattering crowd, can tell me of the forms and the 
precipices of the chain of tall white mountains that 
girded the horizon at noon yesterday ? Who saw the 
narrow sunbeam that came out of the south, and smote 
upon their summits until they melted and mouhlered 
awa}’^ in a dust of blue rain ? Who sa^v' the dance of 
the dead clouds when the sunlight left them last night, 
and the^ west wind blew them before it like withered 
leaves ? All has ])assed, uni egi’etted as unseen ; or if 
the apathy be ever shaken off, even for an instant, it is 
only by what is gross, or wliat is extraordinary ; and 
yet it is not in the broad and fierce manifestations of 
the elemental energies, not in the clasli of the hail, nor 
the drift of the wliirlwind, that the highest characters 
of the sublime are developed/' ^ 

But exquisitely lovely as is the blue arch of the 
midday sky, with its inexhaustible variety of clouds, 
“ there is yet a light which the eye invarialily seeks 
Kntb a deeper feeling of the beautiful, thc^ light of the 
declining or breaking day, and the flakes of scarhit 
cloud burning like Avatch-fires in the green sky of the 
hcrizon.” ^ 

The evening colors indeed soon fade away, but as 
night comes on. 


“how glows tilt* finnaiDeiit 
With living sapphires ! Hesperus tliat led 
The starry host, rode brightest-; till the moon 
Rising in clouded majesty, at length, 
Apparent queen, unveiled her peerless light, 
And o’er the dark her silver mantle threw.”® 


Ruskin. 


^ Ibid. 


® Milton. 
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Wo generally speak of a beautiful night when it is 
CJilm and clear, and the st{l^#^ shine brightly overhead ; 
but how grand also are the wild ways of Nature, how 
magnificent when the lightning flashes, “ between 
gloom and glory ” ; when 

“ From i»cak to peuk, the rattling crags among 
Leaps the live thumler.” ^ 

In the words of Ossian — 

“Glioats rule in the teni{>est to-night ; 

Sweet is their voice between the gusts of wind, 

Their songs are of other worlds.'’ 

Nor are the wonders and beauties of t|je heavens 
limited by the clouds and the hlne sky, lovely as they 
are. In the heavenly bodies we have before us the 
perpetual [iresencc of the sublime. Tliey are so 
immense and so far away, and }ct on soft summer 
uig^its “ they ‘cem leaning down to whisper in th^f ear 
of our souls.’’ 

“A mail can hardly lift up his eyes towards the 
heavens,” says Seneca, “ without wonder and vencraf 
tion, to sec so many millions of ]*adiant lights, and to 
oKserve their coursers and revolutions, even withoi^^; iiMy 
respect to the common g<md of the Ihiiverse. 

Who dex^s not synijiathise with the feelings of Dante 
as he rose from his visit to the huver regions, until,* he 
says, 

“ On our view the beautiful lights of heaven 
Dawned through a circular ojK'.niug in the cave, 
llicTicc issuing, we again belndd the .stars.” 

As we watch the* stars at night they seem so still 
and motionless that we can hardly realise that all the 
time they aio rushing on with a velocity far far exceed- 
ing any that man has ever accomplished. 

^ Byron. •’ Symonds. 
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Like the sands of the sea, the stars of heaven have 
ever been uset! as an «i|)j)ro[)riate symbol of number, 
and we know that there are more than 100,000,000; 
many, no doubt, with planets of their own. But tliis 
is by no means all. The floor of heaven is not only 
“thick inlaid with patines of briijht gold,” but is 
studded also with extinct stars, once probably as 
brilliant as our own sun, but now dead and cold, as 
Helmholtz thinks that our own sun will be some seven- 
teen millions of years hence. Then, again, there are 
the comets, which, though Imt few are visible to the 
unai<led ,eye, are even more numerous than the stars ; 
theiY are the nebuhe, and the countless minor bodies 
circulating in space, and occasionally visible as meteors. 

Nor is it only the numbei* of the heavenly bodies 
which is so overwlnilniing : their magnitude and 
distances are alimrst more imprt\ssive. The ocean is so 
deep and broad as to be almost inliniU^, and indeed in 
so lar as our imagination is the limit, so it may < be. 
Yet what is the ocean comi)ared to the sky ? Our 
globe is little compared to the giant orbs of Jupiter 
‘and Satuin, which again sink into insignificance by the 
side of the Sun. The Sun itself is almost as nothing 
comjjared with the dimensions of the solar syst(;m. 
Sirius is a tliousand times as great as the Sun, and a 
million times as far away. The solar system itself 
travels in one region of space, vsailing between worlds 
and worlds ; and is surroumhid by many other systems 
at least as great and complex ; while we know that 
even then we have not reached the limits of the 
Universe itself. 

There are stars so distant tha^c their light, though 
travelling 180,000 miles in a second, yet takes years 
to reach us ; and beyond all these are other systems 
of stars which are so far away that they cannot be 
perceived singly, but even when grouped by thousands 
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appear in onr most powerful telescopes only as minute 
clouds or neUula*. 

The velocities of the Heavenly bodies «arc equally 
astounding. We nurselves make our annual journey 
round the Sun at the rate of 1000 miles a minute; of 
the so-called “fixed” stars Siriu.s moves at the same 
rate, and Arcturus no less than 22,000 miles a minute. 
And yet the distanc(^s of the stars arc so great that 
1000 years makes haidly any difference in the appear- 
ance of the Heavens. 

It is, indeed, but a feeble expression of the truth 
to say that the infinitie.s jcvealed to us by >S^ienec, — 
the inlinitely great in the one direction, and tlyj in- 
finitely small in the other,— go far beyomt anything 
which had occurred to th(‘ unaided imagination of 
Man, and are not only a never-failing source of pleasure 
and interest, but. lift us above the ]u‘tty troubles, and 
help us to bcai’ the greater sorrows, of lile. 



CHAPTER IX 

THE TROUBLES OF LIFE 


“ Count each afliiction, whether li^ht or grave, 

Goal’s luessengcr sent down to thee ; 

Grief sliouhl he 

Like joy, majestic, cqualde, sedate ; 

, Contirining, cleansing, raising, making free ; 

Strong to consume small troubles ; to commend 
Great thoughts, grave thoughts, thoughts lasting 
to the end.” AuniiKY ue Veiie. 

We have in life many troubles, and troubles are of 
n^an^ kinds. Some sorrows, alas, are real enough, 
especially those we bring on ourselves ; but others, and 
by no means the least numerous, arc mere ghosts of 
tr^uldes : if we face them lioldly, we find that they 
have no substance or reality, but are mere creations of 
our own morbid imagination, and that it is as true now 
as in the time of David that “ Man disrpiicjteth himself 
in a vain shadow.” 

Some, in fact, of our troubles are evils, but not real ; 
while others are real, but not evils. 

“ And yet, into liow unfathomable a gulf the mind 
nishes when the troubles of this world agitate it. If 
it then forget its own light, which is eternal joy,, and 
rush into the outer darkness, which are the cares of 
202 
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this world, as the mind now does, it knows nothing 
else but Lunentations.” ^ 

“ Athens,’’ said Kjiictetus, “ is ii good j)lacc, — but 
hnppincss is much better; to be free from passions, 
free from distnrbaTiec." 

AVe should endeavour to maintain ourselves in 

“that hlc^od mood 
111 which tho bni‘d<‘ij of the iny.stc ry, 

In wliiidi tli(‘ li«‘avy and t)io weary wci,!^ht, 

Of ail this iiniiiteiligihic woihl 
Is lif^htonod.’' - 

So shall wo fear ^‘neither the exile of Arisfidcs^ nor 
the prison of Anaxagoras, nor the ])^>^erty of Sor-rates, 
nor the condemnation of I’hocion, but think virtue 
worthy our love even undtw such tnals."^ AVe should 
then 1)0, to a great extent, independent of external 
circumstances, for 

“Stone walls do not a prison make, 

Nor iron bars n 

^limls innocent and quiet take 
That for an bomiita^e. 

If I hav<‘ fre<‘doin in iny love. 

And in my soul am free ; 

Anj^els alone (hat soar ab<»v<* 

Knjoy such liherty.” * 

In the v ise words of Shakespeare, 

“All |)la<‘es that the eye of Ileaxan visits 
Are to the wise niaii ports and happy havens.” 

Happiness indeed depends mneh more on Avhat ivS, 
within than witliout us. AVhen Hamlet says that the 
world is “a goodly prison ; in which there are many 
coniines, wards, and <lungeons ; 3 lenmark being one of 

^ lviu<; Alfred’s translation of (he (^ini^wlatinns of Hoethtm. 

Wordsworth. Flunirch, ^ Lovelace. 
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the worst,” and Rosencrantz diffei’s from him, he rejoins 
wisely, “ Why* then, ’tis none to you : for there is 
nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it so : 
to me it is a prison.” 

“All is opinion,” said Marcus Aurelius. “That 
which does not make a man worse, how can it make 
his life worse ? But death certainly, and life, honor 
and dishonor, pain and pleasure, all these things happen 
equally to good men and bad, being things which make 
us neither better nor worse.” 

“The greatest evils,” observes Jeremy Taylor, “are 
from wil^hin us ; and from ourselves also we must look 
for our greatest good.” 

“ The ftiind,” says Milton, 

“is its own ]»lace, and in itself 
Can make a Heaven of Hell, a Hell of Heaven.” 

^ilton, indeed, in his blindness saw more beautiful 
visions, and Beethoven in his deafness heard ntore 
heavenly music, than most of us can ever hope to enjoy. 

We are all apt, when we know not what may 
liappen, to fear the worst. When we know the full 
extent of any dangci*, it is half over. Hence, many 
dreaf^ ghosts more than robbers, not only witlioiit 
reason, but against reason ; for even if ghosts existed, 
ho^v could they hin t us ? and in ghost stones, few, 
even of those who say that they have seen a ghost, 
ever profess or pretend to have felt oikj. 

Milton, in his description of death, dwells on this 
characteristic of obscurity : 

“The otlicr shape— 

If shax)e it might be call’d that shai>e had none 
Distinguishttble in member, joint, or limb ; 

Or substance might be call’d that shadow seem'd, 

For each seem’d either — black he stood as niglit, 

Fierce as ten furies, tenible as hell, 
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And shook a dreadful dart. Wliat seem’d his head 
The likeness of a kingly crown had on.” 

The effect of darkness and night in enhancing terrors 
is dwelt on in one of the sublimest pissages in Job — 

“ III thoughts from tht* visions of the night, 

When deep sleep falleth on men, 

Fear came upon nie, and trembling, 

Which made all my hones to shake. 

Then a sjiirit jiassed before my face ; 

The liair of my flesh stood up : 

It stood still, hut I couhl not discern the form thereof ; 

An image was before mine eyes. 

There was silence, and J heard a voice, saying, 

Shall mortal man be more just than God?” 

'rhus was the terror turned into a lesson of comfort 
and of niertjy. 

We often magnify tfoublcs and difficulties, and look 
at them till they seem mindi greater than they really are. 

Dangers are often “light, if they once seem light; 
and more dangers have deceived men than forced them : 
nay, it wore bett(ir to imjet some dangers half Avay, 
though they come nothing near, tlian to keep too loii^ 
ii watch upon their approaches ; for if a man watch 
too long, it is odds he will fall asleep.” ^ 

Foresight is wise, but fore-son ow is foolish ; and 
castles are at any rate bettcjr than dungeons, in the f^ir. 

It hap])cns, unfortunately too often, that l)y some 
false step, intentional or unintentional, we have missed 
the right road, and go?ie astray. Can we then retrace 
our stcj)s '! can we recover what is lost I This may 

be done. It is too gloomy a view to affirm that 

• 

A sigh too much, or a kiss too long, 

And there comes a mist and a weeping rain, 


Bacon. 


“ G MacDonald. 
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There are two noble sayings of Soci'ates, that to ilu 
evil is more tQ be avoide^ than to suffer it ; and that 
when a man has done evil, it is better for him to be 
punished than to be unpunished. 

We generally speak of selfishness as a fault, and as 
if it interfered with the general happiness. But this 
is not altogether correct. Many people are not only 
selfish, but foolishly selfish ; they jmrsue a course of 
action which neither makes themselves nor any one 
else hap])y. 

Is there not some truth in Goethe’s saying, though 
I do not altogether agree with him, that “every man 
ought to begin with himself, and make his own happiness 
first, fronj, whicdi tin* haj)piness of the whole world 
would at last umpiestionably follow ’’ This is ])erliaps 
too broadly stated, and of course exce})tions might bo 
pointed out : but assuredly if every one would Jivoid 
excess, and take (^are of bis own health ; w^ould keep 
himtielf strong and cheerful; would make his home 
happy, and give no cause, for tlic petty vexations which 
often embitter domestic life. ; would attend to his own 
affairs and keep himself .sober and solvent; would, in 
the words of the Chinese provcrl), “sweep away the 
srloNv* from before his own door, and never mind the 
frost upon his neighbour’s tiles ” : even though it were 
not from the nobler niotive.s, still, how well it would be 
foi* his family, l elatioiis, and friends. I»ut, unfortunately, 

“ LooTv round the habitable world, bow few 
Know their own good, or, knowing it, i»ursue.’'^ 

It would be a groat thing if people could be brouglit 
' to realise that t.hcy can never add to the sum of their 
happiness by doing wrong. In tluj case of children, 
indeed, we recognise this ; we perceive that a spoilt 
child is not a happy one ; that it would have been 
^ Dryden 
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far better for him to have been punished at first and 
thus saved from greater sufh^-ing in aftt^-life. 

The ])eautifiil idea that oxory man has with him a 
Guardian Angel is true indeed : for Conscience is ever 
on the watch, ever ready to warn us of danger. 

No doubt we often feel disposed to complain, and 
yet it is most ungrateful : 

“For who would lose, 

Though lull of jutin, this iutelleelnal heing, 

Those thoughts th;it wander through Eternity ; 

To ]»erish rather, swallowed up, and lost 
In the wide woinh of uncreated thought ! 

Perhaps it will Ije said that there are rejj.1 trotibles 
in life, but that they are intended to prej)are us for 
another attd a better world. AVcll, then, why should 
w’c comj)lain of what is }>ut a preparation for future 
happiness ? 

•We ought to 

“ Count each aniietion, whether light or grave, 

God's messenger sent down to thee ; do tliou 
"Witli t’ourtesy receive him ; rise and how ; 

And, ere his .shadow pass thy threshold, crave 
Permission first his heavenly feet to lave ; 

Then lay before him all thou liast ; allow 
No cloud of ))assioii to usurp thy brow, 

Or mar thy h'»s]»itality ; no wave 
Of mortal tumult to obliterate 

Tin; soul’s Tiiarmoreal calmness : Grief should l»o 
Like joy, imijestie, eipiahle, sedate; 

Conlirming, cleansing, raising, making free ; 

Strong to consume small troubles ; to commend 
Great thoughts, grave thoughts, thoughts lasting 
to the end. ’’ 

Borne persons are like the waters of Bethesda, and 

* Milton. “ Aubrey de Yere. 



208 


THE PLEASURES OF LIFE 


PAUT II 


require to be troubled l>efore they can exercise their 
virtue. 

We shall get more contentednoss,” says Plutarch, 
“ from the presence of all these blessings if we fancy them 
as absent, and remember from time to time how people 
when ill yearn for health, and people in war for peace, 
and strangers and unknown in a great city for reputtition 
and friends, and how painful it is to })e deprived 
of all these when one has once had them. For then 
each of these blessings will not appear to us only great 
and valuable when it is lost, and of no value when 
we have^it. . . . And yet it makes much for contented- 
ness.of niind to look for the most part at home and to 
our own condition ; or if not, to look at the case of 
people worse off than ourselves, and not, as people do, 
to compare ourselves with those who are better off. . . . 
But you will find others, Chians, or Galatians, or 
Bithynians, not content with the share of glory or 
poM^er they have among their fellow-citizens, but w'QCp- 
ing because they do not wear senators’ shoes ; or, if 
they have them, that they cannot be praetors at Rome ; 
9)r if they' get that oflicc, that they arc not consuls ; or if 
they are consuls, that they are only j)roclaimcd second 
aitd *iiot first. . . . Whenever, then, you admire any 
one carried by in his litter as a gi^eater man than youi- 
self, lower your eyes and look at those that bear the 
litier.” And again, “I am very taken with Piogenes’ 
remark to a stranger at Lacedsemon, who was dressing 
with much display for a feast. ‘ Does not a good man 
consider every day a feast?’ . . . Seeing then that life 
is the most complete initiation into all these things, it 
ought to be full of ease of minH and joy ” ; and if 
properly understood, would enable us “to actpiiesce in 
the present without repining, to remember the past with 
thankfulness, and to meet the future hopefully and 
cheerfully without fear or suspicion.” 



CHAPTER X 

I.AliUUK AND HEST 

“Tlirongh labour to rest, through combat to victory.” ** 


Amon(^ the troubles of life I do not, of course, reckon 
the necessity of labour. 

Work indeed, and hard work too, if only it be, in 
mocieration, is in itself a rich source of happiness. 
We all know how quickly time passes when we are well 
employed, while the moments hang heavily on the 
hands of the idle. Occupation drives away care and 
all the small troubles of life. The busy man has 
time to brood or to fret. 

From toil In; wins his s]>irits light, 

From busy day the peaceful night ;* 

Kicli, from the very want of wealth, 
lu Heaven’s best treasures, }>caee, aud health.”* 

This applies especially to the labour of the field and 
the workshop. Humble it may be, but if it does not 
dazzle with the promise of fame, it gives the satisfaction 
of duty fulfilled, and the inestimable blessing of health. 
As Emerson reminds those entering life, “The angels 
that live with them, and are weaving laurels of life for 

^ dray 
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their youthful brows, Jire toil and truth and mutual 
faith.” 

Labour was truly said l>y the ancients to be the price 
which the gods set upon everything worth having. 
AVe all admit, though we often forget, the marvellous 
power of perseverance ; and yet all Nature, down to 
Bruce^s s])ider, is continually impressing this lesson 
on us. 

Hard writing makes easy reading; Plato is said to 
have rewritten the first ])agc of the Ilepuldic thiiteen 
times ; and Carlo Maratti, we are told, made three 
hundred sketches of the head of Antinoiis before he 
brofight it to his satisfaction. 

It is ifetter to wear out than to rust out, and there 
is “a dust which settles on the heart, as well as that 
which rests upon the ledge.” ^ 

At the present time, though there may be some special 
dri^wbaeks, we come to our Avork with many advantages 
which Avere not enjoyed in olden times. We livvj in 
much greater security ourseh^es, and are less liable to 
have the fruits of our labour torn violently from us. 

But though labour is good for man, it may be, and 
T^nfortunately often is, carried to excess. Many arc 
wearily asking themselves 

“ All wliy 

ShouM life all labour be ? ” 

There is a time for all things, says Solomon, a time 
to Avork and a time to play : Ave shall Avoi k all the 
better for reasonable change, and one rcAvard of work is 
to secure leisure. 

It is a good saying that Avherc' there’s a Avill there’s a 
way ; but Avhllc it is all very Avell to wisli, wishes must 
not take the place of Avork. 

In whatever sphere his duty lies, every man must 
^ Jefferies. - Tennyson. 
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rely iiiniuly on himself. Others cun help us, but we 
must make ourselve.s. No o«e else can %ee for us. To 
profit by our advantages we must learn to use for our- 
selves 

“ The dark lantern of the spirit 
Which none can see hy, hut he wlio hears it.’* 

It is hardly an exaggeration to say that honest work 
is never thrown away. If we do not find the imaginary 
trca.sure, at any rate we enrich the vineyard. 

“ \\’<.)rk,’’ says Nature to man, “ in every hour, paid or 
unpaid ; sec oidy that thou work, and thou cfinst not 
esca})e the rewai d : whether thy work be fine or course, 
planting corn or writing epics, so oidy it lie hofiest work, 
done to thine own approbation, it shall earn a reward 
to the senses as well as to the thought : no matter how 
often defeated, you aie born to victory. The reward 
of a thing well done is to have done it.”^ ^ 

Nor can any work, however persevering, or any 
success, however great, exhaust the prizes of life. 

The most studious, tlic most successful, must recognise 
that there yet leinain 

“So luucli to do lliat is not e’en begun, 

S(j iiiiudi to hope for that we cannot sec, 

So ijjuch to win, so many tilings to l>e.”^ 

In olden times the dillicidties of study were fiir 
greater than they are now. Hooks were expensive and 
cundiersome, in many cases moreover chained to the 
desks on wliich tliey were kept. The greatest scholars 
have often been V(*ry ])oor. Erasmus used to read by 
rnoonliglit because he* could not allord a candle, and 
“begged a penii}^, not for the love of charity, but for 
the love of learning.”-* 


^ Emerson. 


Coleridge. 


W. Mon’is. 
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Want of time is no excuse for idleness. ** Our life,” 
says Jeremy T&ylor, ‘‘is tio short to serve the ambition 
of a haughty prince or a usurping rebel ; too little time 
to purchase great wealth, to satisfy tlie pride of a vain- 
glorious fool, to trample upon all the enemies of our 
just or unjust interest : but for the obtaining virtue, 
for the purchase of sobriety and modesty, for the actions 
of religion, Ood gives us time sufficient, if we make the 
outgoings of the morning and evenirig, that is our 
infancy and old age, to be taken into the computations 
of a man.” 

Work is so much a necessity of existence, that it is 
less<a question whether, than how, we shall work. An 
old saying tells us that the Devil finds work for those 
who do not make it for themselves; and there is a Turkish 
proverb that the Devil tempts the buvsy man, but the 
idle man tempts the Devil. 

.If we Englishmen have succeeded as a race, it has 
been due in no small measure to the f/ict that we kave 
worked hard. Not otdy so, but we have induced the 
forces of Nature to work for us. “ Steam,” says 
Emerson, “is almost an Englishman.” 

The power of work has especially characterised our 
greatest men. Cecil said of Sir AV. Raleigh that he 
“could toil terribly.^^ 

, AVe are most of us proud of belonging to the greatest 
Empire the world has ever seen. It may be said of us 
with especial truth in AAordsworth’s words that 

“Tlie world is too much witli us ; late and soon, 

Gritting and sjieuding, Ave lay waste our powers.” 

Yes, but what world ? The world will be wdth us sure 
enough, and wh<.*thcr wo please or not. But what sort of 
world it will be for us, wdll depend mainly on ourselves. 

AVc are told to pray not to be taken out of the 
world, but to be kept from the evil. 
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The world no doubt is full of life, sound, and move- 
ment, But this need not disturb us. The nurse sings 
to the child as she rocks him to sleep in the cradle; 
and the wise man may keep his mind peaceful and at 
rest amid all the life and movement of the greatest city. 

Lastly, work secures the rich reward of rest ; we 
must rest to bo able to work w'ell, and work to be able 
to enjoy rest. 

“We must no doubt beware that our rest become 
not the rest of stones, which so long as they are 
torrent -tossed and thunder-stricken maintain their 
majesty ; but when the stream is silent, and tke storm 
past, suffer the grass to cover them, and the lichen to 
feed on them, and are ploughed down into* the dust. 
. . . The rest which is glorious is of the chamois 
couched breathless in its granite bed, not of the stalled 
ox over his fodder.’^ ^ 

When we have done our best we may wait .the 
resmlt without anxiety. 

“ What hinders a man, who has clearly comprcn 
hended these things, from living with a light heart and 
bearing easily the reins ; quietly expecting everything 
which can happen, and enduring that which has almn^jy’' 
happened ? Would you have nie to bear poverty ? 
Come and you will know what poverty is when it has 
found one who can act well the })art of a poor m%n. 
Would you have me to possess power ? Let me have 
powder, and also the trouble of it. W ell, banishment 1 
Wherever I shall go, there it will be well with me.’'- 

“We complain,” says lluskin, “of the want of many 
things — we want votes, we want liberty, we want 
amusement,' we want money. Which of us feels, or 
knows, that he wants peace ? 

“ There are two ways of getting it, if you do want 
it. The first is wholly in your own power ; to make 
^ Ruskiu. ® Ex>ictetus. 
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yourselves nests of pleasant thoughts. . . . None of us 
yet know, for tione of us iysve yet been taught in early 
youth, what fairy palaces we may build of beautiful 
thought — proof against all adversity. Bright fancies, 
satisfied memories, noble histories, faithful sayings, 
treasure-houses of precious and restful thoughts ; which 
care cannot disturb, nor pain make gloomy, nor poverty 
take away from us — houses built without hands, for 
our souls to live in.’’ 

The Buddhists believe in many forms of future 
punishment ; but the highest reward of virtue is 
Nirvanar — the final and eternal rest. 

Very touching is the appeal of Ashmanezer to be 
left in peace, which was engraved on his »Sarcophagus 
at Sidon.^ 

“In the month of Bui, the fourteenth year of my 
reign, I, King Ashmanezer, King of the Sidonians, son 
of King Tabuith, King of the Sidonians, spake, saying : 
‘ I have been stolen away before my time — a son of the 
-flood of days. The whilom great is dumb ; the son of 
gods is dead. And I rest in this grave, even in this 
tomb, in the place which I have built. My adjuration 

a^l the Ruling Powers and all men : Let no one open 
this resting-place, nor search for treasure, for there is 
no treasure with us ; and let him not bear away the 
cruch of my rest, and not trouble us in tliis resting- 
place by disturbing the couch of my slumbers. . . . 
For all men who should open the tomb of my rest, or 
any man who should carry away the couch of my rest, 
or any one who trouble me on this couch : unto them 
there shall be po rest with the departed : they shall 
not be buried in a grave, and there shall be to them 
neither son nor seed. . . . There shall be to them 
neither root below nor fruit above, nor honour among 
the living under the sun.’ ” ^ 

^ Now in Paris, ^^From Sir M. E. Grant Duffs A Winter in Syria. 
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The idle man docs not know what it is to enjoy 
rest, for ho has not earned, it. Hard ^^oi’k, moreover, 
tends not only to give us r^t for the body, but, what 
is even more important, peace to the mind. If we have 
done our best to do, and to be, we can rest in peace. 

“ Kn la sua voluntado e nostra pace.” ^ In His will 
is our peace ; and in such peace the mind will find its 
truest delight, for 

“When care sleeps, the .so\il wakes.” 

In youth, as is right enough, the idea of exertion, 
and of struggles, is inspiriting .'ind delightful ; but as 
years advance the hope and prospect of jJbace and 
of I’cst gain ground gradually, and 

“ When the last dawns are fallen on grey, 

Ainl all life’s toils and ease eoniplete, 

Tliey know who work, not they who play, 

1 f rest is sweet. ” - 


* iJaiite. 


Syjuonds. 
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“And >::hat doth the Lord require of thee, but to do .justly, 

and te love mercy, and to walk humbly with thy God ? ” — M icah. 

♦ 

“Pure relit^on and undefiled before (lod and the Father is this, 
to visit the fatherless and widows in their aliliction, and to keep 
himself unspotted from the world." — James i. 

“The letter killeth, but the spirit giveth life." 

2 Corinthians 

It would be quite out of place here to enter into any 
discussion of theological problems or to advocate any 
particular doctrines. Nevertheless I could not omit 
what ‘ is to most so great a comfort and support in 
sorrow and suffering, and a source of the purest 
happiness. 

'\Ve commonly, however, bring together under the 
name of Religion two things which are yet very 
different: the religion of the heart, and that of the 
head. The first deals with conduct, and the duties of 
Man ; the second with the nature of the supernatural 
and the future of the Soul, being in fact a branch of 
knowledge. 

Religion should be a strength, guide, and comfort, 
not a source of intellectual anxiety or angry argument. 
To persecute for religion’s sake implies belief in a 
216 
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jealous, cruel, and unjust Deity. If we have done our 
best to arrive at the truth, tto torment oneself about 
the result is to doubt the goodness of God, and, in the 
words of Bacon, “to bring down the Holy Ghost, 
instead of the likeness of a dove, in the shape of a 
raven.’' “ The letter killeth, but the spirit giveth life,” 
and it is a primary duty to form the highest ])0ssible 
conception of God. 

Many, however, and especially many women, render 
themselves miserable on entering life by theological 
doubts and difficulties. These have reference, in ninety- 
nine cases out of a hundred, not to what w| should 
do, but to what we should think. As regards action, 
conscience is generally a ready guide ; to fotlow it is 
the real difficulty. Theology, on the other hand, is a 
most abstruse science ; but as long as wo honestly wish 
to arrive at truth we need not fear that we shall be 
punished for unintentional eiTor. “For what,” says 
Mi(^h, “doth the Lord require of thee, but to do 
justly, to love mercy, and to walk humbly with thy 
God” — a law, .says (Jliateaubriand, which the Eternal 
has written not only on the stones of Sinai, but on the" 
heart of man. There is very little theology in ihjB 
Sermon on the Mount, or indeed in any jjart of the 
first three Gospels ; and the differences which keep us 
apart have their origin rathtn* in the study than tj^e 
Church. Religion was intended to. l)ring peace on 
earth and goodwill towanls men, and whatever tends to 
hatred and ])ersecution, however correct in the letter, 
must be utterly wrong in the spirit. 

How much misery would have been saved to Europe 
if Christians had beeii* satisfied with the Sermon on the 
Mount ! 

Bokhara is said to have contiiined more than three 
hundred colleges, all occupied with theology, ))ut ignor- 
ant of everything else, and it was probably one of the 
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most bigoted and uncharitable cities in the world. 
‘‘Knowledge paffeth up. but charity edifieth.” 

We must not forget that 

“He prayeth best who loveth best 
All things both great and small.” ' 

Theologians too often appear to agree that 

“ The awful shadow of some unseen jx>wer 
Floats, though unseen, among us” 

and in the days of the Inquisition many must have 
sighed f^r the cheerful child-like religion of the Greeks, 
if they could but have had the Njmiphs and Neredds, 
the Fays 'and Faeries, with Destiny and Fate, but with- 
out eXupiter and Mars. 

Sects are the work of Sectarians. No truly great 
religious teacher, as Carlyle said, ever intended to found 
a new Sect. 

Diversity of worship, says a Persian proverl), “has 
divided the human race into seventy-two nations. Fioni 
among all their dogmas I have selected one — ‘ Divine 
’ Love.' " And again, “ He needs no other rosary whose 
thread of life is strung with the beads of love and 
tVodght.” 

There is more true Christianity in some pagan 
Philosophers than in certain Christian theologians. 
Take, for insUincc, Plato, Marcus Aurelius, Epictetus, 
and Plutarch. 

“Now I, Callicles," says Socrates, “am persuaded 
of the truth of these things, and I consider how I shall 
present my soul whole and undcfilcd before the judge 
ill that day. Kenouncing the honours at which the 
world aims, I desire only to know the truth, and to 
live as well as I can, and, when the time comes, to die. 
And, to the utmost of my power*, T exhort all other 
^ Coleridge. ^ Shelley. 
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men to do the same. And in return for your exhorta- 
tion of me, I exhort you als» to take jJlirt in the great 
combat, which is the combat of life, and greater than 
every other earthly conflict.’' 

“ As to ])iety towards the Gods/’ says Epictetus, 
“you must know that this is the chief thing, to have 
right opinions about them, to think that they exist, 
and that they administer the All well and justly ; and 
you must fix yourself in this principle (duty), to obey 
them, and to yield to them in everything which happens, 
and voluntarily to follow it as being accomplished by 
the wisest intelligence.” ^ 

“ Do not act.” says Marcus Aurelius, “ as if •thou 
wert going to live ten thousand years. Dfath hangs 
over thee. M'hile thou livest, while it is in thy power, 
be good. . . . 

“Since it is possi])le that thou inayest depart from 
life this vei'v nioiuent, regulate every act and thojught 
jic<K)rdirigly. But to go away from {imong men, if 
there be Gods, is not a thing to be afraid of, for the 
Gods will not involve thee in evil ; ])ut if indeed they 
do not exist, or if they have no concern about human 
affairs, what is it to me to live in a universe devoi^of 
Gods, or without a rrovidence. But in truth they do 
exist, and they do cai-c for human things, and they 
have put all the means in man’s ])ower to enable biiii 
not to fall into real evils. And as for tlie rest, if there 
was anything evil, they would have provhlcd for this 
also, that it should be altogether in n man’s power not 
to fall into it.” 

And Plutarch; “The Godhead is not blessed by^ 
reason of his silver and gold, nor yet Almighty through 
his thunder and lightnings, but on account of knowledge 
and intelligence?.” 

It is no doubt very difficult to arrive at the exact 
teaching of Eastern Moralists, but the same spirit runs 
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through Oriental Literature. For instance, in the Toy 
Cart of King S!idraka, tlie<*earliest Sanskrit drama with 
which we are acquainted, when the wicked Prince 
tempts Vita to murder the Heroine, and sjiys that no 
one would see him, Vita declares “All nature would 
behold the crime — the Genii of the Grove, the Sun, the 
Moon, the Winds, the Vault of Heaven, the firm -set 
Earth, the mighty Varna who judges the dead, and the 
conscious Soul.” 

There is indeed a tone of doubting sadness in Roman 
moralists, as in Hadrian’s djdng lines to his soul — 

“ Aiiimiila, vagiila, blaiuhila 
Ho.spes, coiuosque (jorporis 
Qua nunc abibis in locii : 
rallklula, rigida, nuchila, 

Nec, lit soles dabis jocos.” 

The same spirit is expressed in the epitaph on the 
tomb of the Duke of Buckingham in Wcstmiiifster 
Abbey — 

“ Dubius lion improbus vixi 

Incertus inorior, non porturbatus ; 

Huniaimru est nescire et errare, 

D(jo coiilido 

Oniiiipoteiiti benevolentissimo : 

Ens eiitiiini miserere mei.” 

Take even the most extreme type of difference. Is 
the man, says Plutarch, “a criminal who holds there 
are no gods ; and is not he that holds them to be such 
as the superstitious believe them, is he not possessed 
with notions infinitely more atrocious ? I for my part 
would much rather have men say of me tliat there 
never was a Plutarch at all, nor is now, than to say 
that Plutarch is a man inconstant, fickle, easily moved 
to anger, revengeful for trifling provocations, vexed at 
small things.” 
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Mfiny things have been misUken for religion *, selfish- 
ness especially,. but also fear, hope, love M music, of art, 
of pomp ; scruples often take the place of love, an'd the 
glory of heaven is sometimes made to depend upon 
])recious stones and jewellery. Many, as has been well 
said, run after Christ, not for the miracles, but for the 
loaves and fishes. 

In many cases religious differences are mainly verbal. 
There is an Eastern tale of four men, an Arab, a Persian, 
a Turk, and a (jreek, who agreed to club together for 
an evening meal, but when they had done so they 
quan*clled as to wliat it should be. The T|firk pro- 
posed Azum, the Arab Aneb, the Persian Anghiir, 
while the Creek insisted on Staphylion. While they 
were disputing 

BefoR* their eyes did j)ass 
liaden witli grapes, a gardener’s ass. 

Sprang to his feet each man. and showed, 

With eag<u’ hand, that purple load. 

*See Azuiii,’ said the Turk ; and ‘see 
Anghur,’ the Persian ; ‘ what should be 
P>etter.’ ‘Nay Aneb, Aneb ’tis,* 

The AiJib eried. The (iieek said, ‘This 
Is my Staphylion.’ Then they bought 
Their grapes in ]>eace. 

Henee he ye taught.” ^ 

It is said that on one occasion, when Dean SUnley 
had been explaining his views to Lord Beacoiisfield, the 
latter replied, “Ah! Mr. Deiin, that is all very well, 
but you must remember,- No dogmas, no Deans.” 
To lose such Deans as Staidey would indeed be a great^ 
misfortune ; but doe*.s it follow ? Kcligious, far from 
being really built on Dogmas, are too often weighed down 
and crushed by them. No one can doubt that StJinley 
has done much to strengthen the Church of England. 

^ Arnold. Pearls of the Faith, 
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We may not always agree with Spinoza, but is he 
not right whe»/i he says^i “ The first precept of the 
divine law, therefore, indeed its sum and substance, is 
to love God unconditionally as the supreme good — 
unconditionally, I s;iy, and not from any love or fear 
of aught besides”? And again, that the very essence 
of religion is belief in “a Supreme Being who delights 
in justice and mercy, whom all who would be saved 
are bound to obey, and whose worship consists in the 
practice of justice and charity towards oui; neighbours ”? 

“ Theology,” says the Master of Ballio), “ is full of 
undefine|l terms which have disti'actod tl}e human mind 
for ages. Mankind have reasoned from them, but not 
to them ; Vhey have drawn out the conclusions without 
proving the ])remises ; they have asserted the premises 
without examining the terms. The passions of religious 
parties have been roused to the utmost about words of 
which the}^ could have given no explanation, and which 
had really no distinct meaning.” ^ 

Doubt is of two natures, and we often confuse a 
wise suspension of judgment with the weakness of 
hesitation. To profess an opinion for which we have 
no sufficient reason is clearly illogical, but when it is 
neces^sary to act we must do so on the best evidence 
available, however slight that may be. 

^ Why should we expect Keligion to solve (juestions 
with reference to the origin and destiny of the universe ? 
We do not expect the most elaborate treatise to tell us 
as yet the origin of (ilectricity or of heat. Natural 
History throws no light on the origin of life. H«as 
Biology ever professed to explain existence ? 

Simonides having been asked at Syracuse by Hicro, 
who or what God was, requested a day’s. time to think 
of his answer. On sub.scquent days he always doubled 
the period required for deliberation ; and when Hiero 
^ Jowett’s Plato, 
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inquired the reason, he replied that the longer he con- 
sidered the subject, the inore»obscure it 'Appeared. 

The Vedas say, “In the midst of the sun is the 
light, in the midst of light is truth, and in the midst of 
truth is the imjierishable being.” Deity has been de- 
fined as a circle whose centre is everywhere, and whose 
circumference is nowhere ; but the “ God is love ” of 
St. John appeals more forcibly to the human soul. 

“Charity sufferetli long, and is kind ; 

Churit}" (aivietli not ; 

Charity vaiinteth not itself, is not i>uffcd up, 

Dotli not beliave itself unseemly, 

Seeketh not her own, 

Is not easily provoke<l, 

Thinketh no evil ; 

Rejoiooth not in initpiity, but rejoiceth in the truth ; 
Bcarcth all things, belicveth all things, 

Hopeth all things, endiireth all things. 

Charity never faileth ; but whether there he prophet ies, they shall 
fair^ whether there ho tongues, they shall coas(‘ ; whether there he 
knowledge, it shall vanish av.ay. . . . Now ahideth Faith, Hope, 
Charity, these three ; but the greatest of these is Charity.’*^ 

« 

The Church is not a place for study or speculation. 
Most of us can sym})atliise with Kugtbiie de (bub|in#in 
her tendei' allVction for the little Chapel at (\‘ihuzac, 
where she tells us vshe freed herself from “taut de 
niiseres.” 

Doubt does not exclude faith. 

“ rerplext in faith, hut pure in deeds, 

At last he heat his music out. 

There lives more faith in honest doubt, 

Relieve nvs than in half the creeds - 

Unfortunately many have attempted to compound 
for wickedness of life by*^ purity of belief; a vain and 
fruitless effort. To do right is the sure ladder which 
^ St. Paul. “ Tennyson. 
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leads up to Heaven, though the true faith will help us 
to find and to Olimb it. » 

“It was my duty to have lovod the highest, 

It surely was my profit had I known, 

It would have been my pleasure had I seen.” ^ 

But though religious truth can justify no bitterness, it 
is well worth any amount of thought and study. 

If we must admit that many points are still, and 
probably long will be, involved in obscurit}^ we may be 
pardoned if we indulge ourselves in various speculations 
both as to our beginning and our end. 

“Our birth is but a sleejj and a forgetting ; 

* The soul that rises with us, our life’s star, 

Hath had elsewhere its setting, 

And cometh from afar ; 

Not in entire forgetfulness, 

And not in utter nakedness, 

But trailing clouds of glory do we come 
From God who is our home.”‘‘^ 

I hope I shall not be su})posed to depreciate any 
lionest effort to arrive at ti'uih, or to undervalue the 
devotion of those wlio have died for their religion. 
But ^Surely it is a mistake to regard martyrdom as a 
merit, when from their own poijit of view it was in 
regality a privilege. 

Let every man be persuaded in his own mind 

“Trutli is the highest thing that man may keep.’*^ 

It is impossildc to overvalue the power “ which the 
soul has of loving truth and doing all things for the 
sake of truth.” ^ To arrive at truth we should spare 
ourselves no pains, but certainly inflict none on others. 

We may be sure that quarrels will never advance 

^ Tennyson. 

® Chaucer. 


2 Wordsworth. 
« Plato. 
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religion, and that to persecute is no way to convert. 
No doubt those who consider that all who do not agree 
with them will suffer eternal torments, seem logically 
justified in persecution even unto death. Such a course, 
if carried out consistently, miglit stamp out a particular 
sect, and any sutt'erings which could be inflicted here 
would on this hypothesis be as nothing in comparison 
with the pains of Hell. Only it must be admitted that 
such a view of religion is quite irreconcilable with the 
teaching of Christ, and incompatible with any faith in 
the goodness of God. 

Moreover, the Inquisition has even from ^ its own 
point of view proved generally a failure. The blocd of 
the martyrs is the seed of the Church. '* 

‘‘In obedience to the order of the Council of Con- 
stance (1415) the remains of Wicklifte were exhumed 
and burnt to ashes, and these cast into the Swift, a 
neighbouring brook running hard by, and thus this 
bropk hath conveyed his ashes into Avon ; Avon into 
Severn ; Severn into the narrow seas ; they into the 
main ocean. And thus the ashes of Wicklifle are the 
emblem of his doctrine, which now is dispersed all the' 
world over.’' ^ 

The Talmud says that when a man once ^sked 
Shamai to teach him the Law in one lesson, Shamai 
drove him away in anger. Ho then went to HilJelj^ 
with the same request. Hillel said, “ Do unto others 
as you would have others do unto you. This is the 
whole Law ; the rest, merely CommentJU’ics upon it.” 

Collect from the Bible all that Christ thought neces- 
sary for His disciples, and how’ little Dogma there is. 
Christianity is based,' not on Dogma, but on Charity 
and Love. “ By this shall all men know that ye are 
My disciples, if ye have love one to another.” “ Sufler 
little children to come unto Me.” And one lesson which 
J Fuller. 


Q 



226 THE PLEASURES OF LIFE part ii 

little children have to teach us is that religion is an 
affair of the he^‘t and not^f the mind only. St. James 
sums up as the teaching of Christ that “ Pure religion 
and undefiled is this, to visit the fatherless and widows 
in their affliction, and to keep himself unspotted from 
the world.'’ 

The Religion of the lower races is almost as a rule 
one of terror and of dread. Their deities are jealous 
and revengeful, cruel, merciless, and selfish, hateful and 
yet childish. They require to be propitiated by feasts 
and offerings, often even by human sacrifices. They 
are not^only exacting, but so capricious that, with the 
best intentions, it is often impossible to be sure of 
pleasing Uiem. From the dread of such evil beings 
Sorcerers and Witches derived their hellish powders. No 
one was safe. No one knew where danger lurked. 
Actions apparently the most trifling might be fraught 
with serious risk : objects apparently the most innocent 
might be fatal. 

In many cases there were supposed to be deities of 
Crime, of Misfortunes, of Disease. These wicked Spirits 
** naturally encouraged evil rather than good. An ener- 
gftic friend of mine was sent to a district in India 
whefe smallpox was specially prevalent, and where one 
of the principal Temples w’^as dedicated to the Goddess 
, ot that disease. He had the people vaccinated, in spite 
of some opposition, and the disease disappeared, much 
to the astonishment of the natives. But the priests of 
the Deity of Smallpox were not disconcerted ; only they 
deposed the Image of their discomfited Goddess, and 
petitioned my friend for some emblem of himself which 
they might install in her stead. 

We who are fortunate enough to live in this com- 
paratively enlightened century hardly realise how our 
ancestors suffered from their belief in the existence 
of mysterious and malevolent beings; how their life 
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was embittered and overshadowed by these awful 
apprehensions. 

As men, however, have risen in civilisation, their 
religion has risen with them; they have by degrees 
acquired higher and purer conceptions of divine power. 

We are only just beginning to realise that a loving 
and merciful Father would not resent honest error, not 
even perhaps the attribution to him of such odious 
injustice. Yet what can be clearer than Christ's teach- 
ing on this point. He impiesscd over and over again 
on His disciples that, as St. Paul expresses it, “The 
letter killeth, but the spirit giveth life." ^ ^ 

“If," says Kuskin, “for every rebuke that we* utter 
of men's vices, we put forth a claim upon tffeir hearts ; 
if, for every assertion of God’s demands from them, we 
should substitute a display of His kindness to them ; if 
side by side, with every warning of death, we could 
exhibit proofs and promises of immortality ; if, in fine, 
instead of assuming the being of an awful Deity, which 
men, though they cannot and dare not deny, arc always 
unwilling, sometimes unable, to conceive ; we were to 
show them a near, visible, inevitable, but all-beneficent 
Deity, whose presence makes the earth itself a he^en, 
I think there would be fewer deaf children sitting in 
the market-place." 

But it must not be supposed that those who dqu^jjb 
whether the ultimate truths of the Universe can be 
expressed in human words, or whether, even if they 
could, wo should be able to comprehend them, under- 
value the importance of religious study. Quite the* 
contrary. Their doubts arise not from pride, but fron\ 
humility : not because they do not appreciate divine 
truth, but on the contrary because they doubt whether 
we can appreciate it sufficiently, and are sceptical 
whether the infinite can be reduced to the finite. 


1 2 Cor. iii 6. 
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We may be sure that whatever may bo right about 
religion, to quarfel over it must be wrong. “ Let others 
wrangle,^' said St. Augustine, “ I will wonder.” 

Those who suspend their judgment are not on that 
account sceptics, and it is often those who think they 
know most, who are especially troubled by doubts and 
anxiety. 

It was Wordsworth who wrote 

“(treat God, I had rather he 
A Pagan suckled in some creed outworn ; 

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, 

Hfve glimpses that would make me less forlorn." 

In religion, as with children at night, it is darkness 
and ignorance which create dread ; light and love cast 
out fear. 

In looking forward to the future we may fairly hope 
with Iluskin that “ the charities of more and more 
widely extended peace are preparing the way for^ a 
Christian Church which shall depend neither on ignor- 
ance for its continuance, nor on controversy for its 
progress, but shall reign at once in light and love.” 



CHAPTER XII 

THE HOPE OF PHOURESS 


‘‘To wLat then may we not look forward, when a spjiit of 
scieiitilic im|iiiry shall have spread through those vajii; regions in 
whieli the progress of cjivilisatioii, its sure prucursor, is actually 
connnenced and in active progi'ess ? And what may we not expect 
from tlie exertions of powerful minds cualled into action under 
eircumstAiices totally diiferent from an}' wliioh have yet existed in 
the world, and over an extent of territory far surpassing that which 
ha^hitlierto productnl the whole harvest of human intellect.” 

Hekschel. 

Theue arc two lines, if not more, in which we may lool? 
forward witli hope to progi’css in the future. In^he 
first place, increased knowledge of nature, of th^ pro> 
parties of matter, and of the phenomena which surround 
us, may’ alibi’d to our children advantages far greater 
even than those which we ourselves enjoy’. Secondly, 
the extension and im})rovement of education, the increas- 
ing influence of Science and Art, of Poetry and Music, 
of Literature and Religion, — of all the powers which 
are tending to good, will, we may reasonably hope, raise^ 
man and make him *more master of liimself, more able 
to appreciate and enjoy his advantages, and to realise 
the truth of the Italian proverb, that wherever light is, 
there is joy. 

One consideration which has greatly tended to retard 
229 
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progress has been the floating idea that there was some 
sort of ingratitude, and ev^n impiety, in attempting to 
improve on what Divine Providence had arranged for 
us. Thus Prometheus was said to have incurred the 
wrath of Jove for bestowing on mortals the use of fire ; 
and other discoveries only escaped similar punishment 
when the ingenuity of priests attributed them to the 
special favour of some particular deity. This feeling 
has not even yet quite died out. Even I can remember 
the time when many excellent persons had a scruple 
or prejudice against the use of anaesthetics, because 
they fancied that pain was ordained under certain 
circiynstaiices. 

We ar« told that in early Saxon days Edwin, King 
of Northumbria, called his nobles and his priests arouiid 
him, to discuss whether a certain missionary should be 
heard or not. The result was doubtful. But at last 
there rose an old chief, and said — “ You know, 0 King, 
how, on a winter evening, when you are sitting, at 
supper in your hall, with your company around you, 
when the night is dark and dreary, when the rain and 
the snow rage outside, when the hall inside is lighted 
and warm with a blazing fire, sometimes it happens 
th^o d sparrow flies into the bright hall out of the dark 
night, flics through the hall and then out at the other 
end into the dark night again. We see him for a few 
moments, but we know not whence he came nor whither 
he goes in the blackness of the storm outside. So is 
the life of man. It appefirs for a short space in the 
warmth and brightness of this life, ])Ut what came before 
this life, or what is to follow this life, we know not. 
If, therefore, these new teachers cfln enlighten us as to 
the darkness that went before, and tlie darkness that is 
to come after, let us hear what they have to teach us.^* 

It is often said, however, that great and unexpected 
as recent discoveries have been, there are certain 
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ultimate problems which must ever remain unsolved. 
For my part, I would prefer to abstaiiii from laying 
down any such limitations. When Park asked the 
Arabs what became of the sun at night, and whether 
the sun was always the same, or new each day, they 
replied that such a question was foolish, being entirely 
beyond the reach of human investigation. 

M. Comte, in his Cours de Philosophie Positive^ as 
recently as 1842, laid it down ns an axiom regarding 
the heavenly bodies, that ‘‘we may hope to determine 
their forms, distances, magnitude, and movements, but 
we shall never by any' means be able to study their 
chemical composition or mineralogical structure.” ^ Yet 
within a few years this supposed impossibility has been 
actually accomplished, showing how unsafe it is to limit 
the possibilities of science.^ 

It is, indeed, as true now as in the time of Newton, 
that the great ocean of truth lies undiscovered before 
us^ I often wish that some President of the Koyal 
Society, or of the British Association, would take for 
the theme of his annual address “ The things we do not 
know.” Who can say on the verge of what discoveries* 
we are perhajis even now sending ! It is extraordinary 
how' slight a l>arrier may stand for years betweei^ iffan 
and some important improvement. Take the case of 
the electric light, for instance. It had been known for 
years that if a carbon rod be placed in an exhausleST 
glass receiver, and a current of electricity be passed 
through it, the carbon glowetl with an intense light, 
but on the other hand it became so hot that the glass 
burst. The light, therefore, w'as useless, because the 
lamp burst as soon (Is it was lit. Edison hit on the 
idea that if you made the carbon filament fine enough, 
you would get rid of the heat and yet have abundance 
of light. His right to a patent has been contested on 
' Lubbock, /•'(fit/ Years of Science, 
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this very ground. It htis been said that the mere 
introduction of#so small a ^lifterence as the replacement 
of a thin rod by a fine filament was so slight a change 
that it could not bo patented. The improvements by 
Lane-Fox, Swan, and others, though so important as a 
whole, have been made step by step. 

Or take again the discovery of aniesthetics. At the 
beginning of the century Sir Humphry Davy discovered 
laughing gas, as it was then called. He found that it 
produced complete insensibility to pain "and yet did not 
injure health. A tooth was actually taken out under its 
influence, and of course without suftering. These facts 
wer^ known to our chemists, they were explained to 
the students in our great hospitals, and yet for half a 
century the obvious application occurred to no one. 
Operations continued to be performed as before, patients 
suffered the same horrible tortures, and yet the bene- 
ficent element was in our hands, its divine properties 
were known, but it never occurred to any one to m^ke 
use of it. 

I will only give one more illustration. Printing is 
•generally said to have been discovered in the tifteenth 
century ; and so it was for all practical purposes. Hut 
in^adu printing was known long before, ^riic Romans 
used stamps ; on the monuments of the Assyrian kings 
the name of the reigning monarch may be found duly 
prfnted. \Vhat then is the difference ? One little, but 
all-important step. The real inventor of piinting was 
the man into whose mind flashed the fruitful idea of 
having separate stamps for each letter, instead of for 
separate words. How slight seems the difference, and 
*'yet for 3000 years the thought •'occurred to no one. 
Who can tell what other discoveries, as simple and yet 
as far-reaching, lie at this moment under our very eyes ! 

Archimedes said that if he had room to stand on, 
he would move the earth. One truth leads to another ; 
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each discovery renders possible another, and, what is 
more, a higher. 

We are but lieginning to realise the marvellous range 
and complexity of Nature. I have elsewhere called 
attention to this with special reference to the prob- 
lematical organs of sense possessed by many animals.^ 

There is every reason to hope that future st^dies 
will throw much light on these interesting structures. 
We may, no doubt, expect much from the improvement 
ill our microscopes, the use of new i*e-agents, and of 
mechanical appliances ; but the ultimate atoms of which 
matter is composed arc so infinitesimally minjite, that 
it is as yet difficult to foresee any manner in which we 
may hope for a final solution of these problerrfs. 

Loschmidt, who has since been confirmed by Stoney 
and Sir W. Thomson, calculates that each of the ulti- 
mate atoms of matter is at most of an inch in 

diameter. Under those circumstances we cannot, it 
wc^ild seem, hope at present for any great increase of 
our knowledge of atoms by improvements in the micro- 
scope. With our pr-esent instruments we can perceive 
lines ruled on glass ivhich arc of an inch apart; but* 
owing to the properties of light itself, it would anj^ar 
that we cannot hope to be able to perceive oojects 
which are much less than of an inch in diameter. 
Our microscopes may, no doubt, be improved, but 
limitation lies not merely in the imperfection of our 
optical appliances, but in the nature of light itself. 

Now it has been calculated that a particle of albumen 
of an inch in diameter contains no less than 
125,000,000 of mole<iules. In a simpler compound the. 
number would be much greater ; in water, for instance, 
no less than 8,000,000,000. Even then, if we could 
construct microscopes far more powerful than any which 


^ The ik^iises qf Aniimls, 
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wc now possess, they could not enable us to obtain by 
direct vision afty idea ofrthe ultimate organisation oL 
matter. The smallest sphere of organic matter which 
could be clearly defined with our most powerful micro- 
scopes may be, and in all probability is, very complex ; 
it is built up of many millions of molecules, and it 
follows that there may be an almost infinite number of 
structural characters in organic tissues which we can at 
present foresee no mode of examining.^ 

Again, it has been shown that animals hear sounds 
which are beyond the range of our hearing, and I have 
proved {hat they can perceive the ultra-violet rays, 
whi^h are invisible to our cyes.^ 

Now, & every ray of homogeneous light which we 
can perceive at all, appears to us as a distinct color, it 
becomes probable that these ultra-violet rays must make 
themselves apparent to animals as a distinct and 
separate color (of which we can form no idea), but as 
ditferent from the rest as red is from yellow, or grpen 
from violet. The question also arises whether white 
light to these creatures would differ from our white 
Tight in containing this additional color. 

These considerations cannot but raise the reflection 
how different the world may — I was going to say must 
— appear to other animals from what it does to us. 
^Sqund is the sensation produced on us when the vibra- 
tions of the air strike on the drum of our ear. When 
they are few, the sound is deep ; as they increase in 
number, it becomes shriller and shriller ; but before 
they reach 40,000 in a second, they cease to be audible. 
Light is the efiect produced on us when waves of light 
strike on the eye. When 400 niillions of millions of 
vibrations of ether strike the retina* in a second, they 
give the sensation of red, and as the number increases 

^ Lubbock. Fifty Years of Scietice. 

2 AntSf Jiees, and Wasps^ 
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the color passes into orange, then yellow, green, blue, 
and violet. But between 40,000 vibrations in a second 
and 400 millions of millions we have no organ of sense 
capable of receiving an impression. Yet between these 
limits any number of sensations may exist. We have 
five senses, and sometimes fancy that no others are 
possible. But it is obvious that we cannot measure the 
infinite by our own narrow limitations. 

Moreover, looking at the question from the other 
side, we find in animals complex organs of sense, richly 
supplied with nerves, but the function of which we are 
as yet powerless to explain. There may be fi^y other 
senses as different from ours as sound is from si^t; 
and even within the boundaries of our own se^es there 
may be endless sounds which we cannot hear, and colors, 
as difterent as red from green, of which we have no con- 
ception. These and a thousand other questions remain 
for solution. The familiar world which surrounds us 
majj bo a totally different place to other animals. To 
them it may be full of music which we cannot hear, of 
color which we cannot sec, of sensations which we can- 
not conceive. To place stufled birds and beasts in glass 
cases, to arrange insects in cabinets, and diied plants^n 
drawers, is merely the drudgery and preliminai^ of 
study ; to watch their habits, to understand their 
relations to one another, to study their instincts ai^d^ 
intelligence, to ascertain their adaj)tations and their 
relations to the forces of Nature, to realise what the 
world appears to them ; these constitute, as it seems to 
me at least, the true interest of natural history, and 
may even give us the clue to senses and perceptions of 
which at present we h&ve no conception.^ 

From this point of view the possibilities of progress 
seem to me to be almost unlimited. 

So far again as the actual condition of man is con- 
' Lubbock. The Senses of Anivials, 
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cerned, the fact that there has been some advancd 
cannot, I thinks be (luestigjried. 

In the Middle Ages, for instance, culture and refine- 
ment scarcely existed beyond the limits of courts, and 
by no means always there. The life in English, French, 
and German castles was rough and almost barbarous. 
Mr. Galton has expressed the opinion, which I am not 
prepared to question, that the population of Athens, 
taken as a whole, was as superior to us as we are to 
Australian savages. But even if that be so, our civilisa- 
tion, such as it is, is more diffused, so that unquestion- 
ably the general European level is much higher. 

JIucf, no doubt, is owing to the greater facility of 
access to^the literature of our country, to that litera- 
ture, in the words of Macaulay, “the brightest, the 
purest, the most durable of all the glories of our 
country ; to that Literature, so rich in precious truth 
and precious fiction ; to that Liteniturc which boasts of 
the prince of all poets, and of the prince of all p^iilo- 
sophers; to that Literature which has exercised an 
influence wider than that of our commerce, and mightier 
than that of our arms." 

Few of us, however, make the most of pur minds. 
llieS^ody ceases to grow in a few years ; but the mind, 
if we will let it, may grow almost as long as life lasts. 

The onward progress of the Liture will not, we may 
be sure, be confined to mere material discoveries. We 
feel that we are on the road to higher mental powers ; 
that problems which now seem to us beyond the range 
of human thought will receive their solution, and open 
the way to still further advance. Progress, moreover, 
we may liope, will be not merel'y material, not merely 
mental, but moral also. 

It is natural that we should feel a pride in the 
beauty of England, in the size of our cities, the magni- 
tude of our commerce, the wealth of our country, the 
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vastness of our Empire. But the tnie glory of a nation 
does not consist in the extent of its dc^inion, in the 
fertility of the soil, or the beauty of Nature, but rather 
in the moral and intellectual pre-eminence of the 
people. 

And yet how few of us, rich or poor, have made 
ourselves all we might be. If he does his best, as 
Shakespeare says, “ What a piece of work is man I 
How noble in reason I How infinite in faculty ! in 
form and movement, how ex})ress and admirable 1 ’’ 
Few indeed, as yet, am be said to reach this high 
ideal. ^ 

The Hindoos have a theory that after death aniisials 
live again in a different form ; those that hllvo done 
well in a higher, those that have done ill in a lower 
grade. To realise this is, they find, a powerful in- 
centive to a virtuous life. But whether it be true of a 
future life or not, it is certfiinly true of our present 
exigence. If we do our })est for a day, the next 
morning we shall rise to a higher life ; while if we give 
way to our passions and temptations, we take with 
equal certainty a step downwards towards a lower 
nature. 

It is an interesting illustration of the Unity of Alan, 
and ail encouragement to those of us who have no 
claims to genius, that, though of course there haje^ 
been exceptions, still on the whole, periods of progress 
have generally been those when a nation has worked 
and felt together; the advance has been due not 
entirely to the efforts of a few great men, but of their 
countrymen generally ; not to a single genius, but to a 
national effort. 

Think, indeed, what might be. 

“ Ah ! when sliall all men’s good 
Be each man’s rule, and universal Peace 
Lie like a shaft of light across the land, 
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Aud like a lane of beams athwart the sca^ 

ThiV all the circle of the golden year ?” * 

Our life is surrounded with mystery, our very world 
is a speck in boundless space ; and not only the period 
of our own individual life, but that of the whole human 
race is, fis it were, but a moment in the eternity of 
time. Wc cannot imagine any origin, nor foresee the 
conclusion. 

But tho\igh we may not as yet perceive any line of 
research which can give us a clue to the solution, in 
another sense we may hold that every addition to our 
knowle^lge is one small step towards the great revelation. 

^^rogress may be more slow, or more rapid. It may 
come to* others and not to us. It will not come to us 
if we do not strive to deserve it. But come it surely 
will. 

“Yet one thing is there that ye shall not slay, 

Even thought, that fire nor iron can aftrlght."- 

Thc future of man is full of hope, and who' can 
foresee the limits of his destiny. 


^ Tennyson. 


^ Swinburne. 



CHAPTER Xlll 

TIIK DESTINY OF MAN 


“ For I reckon that the sulferings of this ])re8cnt time ajue not 
worthy to he compared with the glory w’hich shall bi^evcaled in 
us.” — Romans viii. 18. 

But though we have thus a sure and certain hope of 
progress for the race, still, as far as man is individually 
coi^cerned, with advancing years we gradually care less 
and less for many things which gave us the keenest 
pleasure in youth. On the other hand, if our time has 
been well used, if we have tvarmed both hands wisely* 
before the fire of life, we may gain even more than we 
lose. As our strength becomes less, we feel als^^^he 
less necessity for exertion. Hope is gradually replaced 
by memory : and whether this adds to our happiness or 
not depends on what our life has been. 

There are of course some lives which diminish in 
value as old age advances ; in which one pleasure fades 
after another, and even those which remain gradually 
lose their zest ; but there are others which gain in 
richness and in peacd all, and more than, that of which 
time robs them. 

The pleasures of youth may excel in keenness and 
in zest, but they have at the best a tinge of anxiety 
and unrest; they cannot have the fulness and depth 
239 
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which may accompany the consolations of age, and arc 
amongst the riorhest rewarcjs of an unselfish life. 

For as with the close of the day, so with that of 
life ; there may be clouds, and yet if the horizon is 
clear, the evening may be beautiful. 

Old age has a rich store of memories. Life is full of 

Joys too exquisite to last, 

And yet more exquisite when past.”* 

“ Le soir de la vie,” says Joubcrt, “ apportc avcc soi 
sa lampe.” 

Swedenborg imagined that in heaven the angels arc 
advancirf |5 continually to the spring-time of their youth, 
so tLat Uhose who have lived longest are really the 
youngest ; and have we not all ha<l friends who seem to 
fulfil this idea 1 who are in reality — that is in mind — 
as fresh as a child : of whom it may bo said with more 
truth than of Cleopatra that 

Age cannot wither nor custom stale 
Their infinite v<ariety.” 

“When I consider old age,” says Cicero, “I find 
four causes why it is thought miserable : one, that it 
ca¥ : I us away from the transaction of affairs ; the 
second, that it renders the body more feeble ; the 
third, that it deprives us of almost all passions ; the 
•fourth, that it is not very far from deatli. Of these 
causes let us see, if you please, how great and how 
reasonable each of them is.” 

To be released from the absorbing affairs of life, 
to feel that one has earned a claim to leisure and 
' repose, is surely in itself no evil. ■ 

To the second complaint against old age, I have 
already referred in speaking of Health. 

The third is that it has no passions. “O noble 

^ Montgomery. 
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privilege of age ! if indeed it takes from us that which 
is in youth our greatest ^defect/' But our higher 
aspirations are not necessarily weakened ; or rather, 
they may become all the brighter, being purified from 
the grosser elements of our lower nature. 

“ Single,” says Manu, ‘‘ is each man born into the 
world ; single he dies ; single he receives the reward 
of his good deeds ; and single the punishment of his 
sins. When he dies his body lies like a fallen tree 
upon the earth, but his virtue accompanies his soul. 
Wherefore let Man harvest and garner Virtue, that so 
he may have an inseparable companion in th^it gloom 
which all must pass through, and which it is so hard to 
traverse.” ^ 

Then, indeed, it might be said that ‘^Man is the 
sun of the world ; more than the real sun. The fire 
of his wonderful heart is the only light and heat worth 
gauge or measure.” ^ 

,Is it not extraordinary that many men will de- 
liberately take a road which they know is, to say the 
least, not that of happiness ? That they prefer to 
make others miseralde rather than themselves happy? 

riato, in the l*haidrus, explains this by descri^ng 
Man as a Composite Being, having three natures, and 
compares him to a pair of winged horses and a 
charioteer. “Of the two horses one is noble and,r|f 
noble origin, the other ignoble and of ignoble origin ; 
and the driving, as might be expected, is no easy 
matter.” The noble steed endeavours to raise the 
chariot, but the ignoble one struggles to drag it down. 
As time goes on, if the charioteer be wise and firm, 
the noble part of oiir nature Avill raise us more and 
more. 

“ Man,” says Shelley, “ is an instrument over which 
a series of external and internal impressions are driven, 

^ JImersoii. 
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like the iilternations of an ever-changing wind over an 
^olian lyre, w^fiich move «it by their motion to ever- 
changing melody/’ 

Lastly, Cicero mentions the approach of death as 
the fourth drawback of old age. To many minds the 
shadow of the end is ever present, like the coffin in 
the Egyptian feast, and overclouds all the sunshine 
of life. 

But ought we to regard death as an evil ? Shelley’s 
beautiful lines, 

“ Life, like a Dome of many-coloured glass, 

^ Stains the white radiance of Eternity ; 

Until death tramjiles it to fragments,” 

contain, as it seems to me at least, a double error. 
Life need not stain the white radiance of eternity ; nor 
does death necessarily trample it to fragments. 

Man has, says Coleridge, 

Throe treasures, — love and light 
And calm thoughts, regular as infants’ hreath ; 

And three firni friends, more sure tlian day and niglit, 
Himself, his Maker, and the Angel Death.” 

Death is “ the end of all, the remedy of many, the 
wish of diveis men, deserving better of no men than 
^ tthose to whom she came before she was called.” ^ 
After a stormy life, with death comes peace. 

Duncan is in his grave ; 

After life’s fitful fever he sleeps we.ll ; 

Treason lias done his worst: nor steel, nor poison, 

Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing, 

Can touch him further.” ^ 

If death be final, then no one will ever know that 
he is dead. 

^ Seneca. Shakespeare. 
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It is often, however, assumed that the journey to 

• • 

“The undiscovered country irorn whose bourne 
No traveller returns ” 

must be one of pain and suffering. But this is not so. 
Death is often i)eaceful and almost painless. 

Bede during his last illness was translating St. 
John’s Gospel into Anglo-Saxon, aiid the morning of 
his death his secretary, observing his weakness, said, 
‘‘There remains now only one chapter, but it seems 
difficult to you to speak.” “ It is easy,” said Bode ; 
“take your pen and write as fast as you can.” At 
the close of the chapter the scril)e said, “ It is finislicd,” 
to which he replied, “ Thou hast said 1#!e truth, 
amsummatim. c.s/.” Jfe asked to be placed opposite to 
the place where he usually piaycd, said “ Glory be to 
the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Ghost,” 
and as he pronounced the last word he expired. 

*Goethe died without any apparent suffering, having 
just prepared himself to write, and expressed his 
delight at the return of spring. 

We are told of Moi:art’s death that “ the unfinished* 
requiem lay upon the bed, and his last efforts were to 
imitate some peculiar instrumental effects, A^he 
breathed out his life in the arms of his wife and their 
friend Slissniaier.” ^ ^ 

Idato died in the act of writing ; Taicnn while reciting 
part of his book on the war of Pharsalus ; Blake died 
singing ; AVagner in sleep with his liead on his wife’s 
shoulder. Many have passed away in their sleep. 
Various high medical authorities have expressed their 
surprise that the dying seldom feel cither dismay or 
regret. And even those who jierish by violence, as for 
instance in battle, feel, it is probulde, but little suffering. 

But what of the future ? TIktc may be said to 
be now two principal -views. Some believe in the 
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iramortiility of the soul, hut not of the individual soul : 
that our life is Continued in that of our children would 
seem indeed to be the natural deduction from the 
simile of St. Paul, as that of the grain of wheat is 
carried on in the plant of the following year. 

So long as happiness exists, it is selfish to dwell too 
much on our own share in it. Admit that the soul is 
immortal, but that in the future state of existence there 
is a break in the continuity of memory, that one does 
not remember the present life ; will it in that case 
matter to us more what happens to the soul inhabiting 
our bod]j^, than what happens to any other soul 1 And 
from this point of view is not the importance of identity 
involved^n that of continuous memory 1 But however 
this may be, according to the general view, the soul, 
though detached from the body, will reUiin its conscious 
identity, and will awake from death, as it docs from 
sleep ; so that if we cannot affirm that 

“ Millions of spiritual creatures walk the Earlli, 

Unseen, both when we wake, and when wo sleep,” ^ 

at any rate they exist somewhere else in space, and wo 
arf . ipdeed looking at them when avc gaze at the stars, 
though to our eyes they are as yet invisible. 

In neither case, however, can death be regarded as 
(V.Bi evil. To Avish that health and strength were 
unaffected by time might be a dilferent matter. 

“ But if we are not destined to be immortal, yet it 
is a desirable thing for a man to expire at his fit time. 
For, as nature prescribes a boundary to all other 
things, so does she also to life. ^ Now old age is the 
consummation of life, just as of a play : from the 
fatigue of which we ouglit to escape, especially when 
satiety is super-added.” 

From this point of view, then, we need 
^ Milton. Cicero. 
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** Weep not for dcatli, 

’Tis but a fever sti^cd, 

A p.'iiri suppressed, — a fear at rest, 

A solemn hope fiillilled. 

The moonshine on the slumbering deep 
Is scarcely calmer. Wherefore weep? 

Wciop not for death ! 

Tlie fount of tears is sealed, 

Who knows how bright the inward light 
To those closed eyes revealed ? 

Who knows what holy love may fill 

The heart that seems so cold and still.” 

Alany a Aveary soul will have recuired witfi comfort 
to the thought that ^ 


“ A few more years shall ndl, 

A few more seasons come, 

Ainl we shall be with those, that rest 
Asleep within the tomb. 

A fcAv more struggles here, 

A few more partings o'er, 

A few more toils, a few more tears, 

And we shall weep on more.” 

■J 

By no Olio lias tliis, however, been more grandly 
expi’cssed than by Shelley. 

Peace, peace ! be is not dead, he doth not sleep f 
He bath awakened from the dream of life. 

'Tis we who, lost in stormy visions, keep 
Witli pbantoins an unprofitable strife. 

He has oiitsoarcd the shadows of our night. 

Envy and calnniii^', and bate and pain, 

And that unrest which men miscall delight. 

Can touch him not and torture not again. 

From the contagion of Urn Avorld’s slow stain 
He is secure, and now can twvv.r mourn 
A heart grown cold, a head grown grey, in Auiiii — ” 



246 


THE PLEASURES OF LIFE 


PAET II 


Most men, however, decline to believe that 
aro such stufV 

As dreams are made of, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep.” ^ 

According to the more general view death frees the 
soul from the encumbrance of the body, and summons 
us to the seat of judgment. In fact, 

“There is no Death ! What seems so is transition ; 

This life of mortal breath 
Is but a suburb of that life clysian, 

Whose portal we call Death.”- 

We have bodies, we are spirits. I am a soul,” said 
Epictetu^‘*^ dragging about a corpse. ” The body is the 
mere perishable form of the immortal essence. Plato 
concluded that if the ways of God are to be justified, 
there must be a future life. 

To the aged in either case death is a release. The 
Bible dwells most forcibly on the blessing of pej^ce. 
“My peace I give unto you: not as the world giveth, 
give I unto you.” Heaven is described as a place 
where the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary 
are ;it rest. 

But I suppose every one must have asked himself 
in what can the pleasures of heaven consist. 

“ For all we know 
Of what the blessed do above 
Is that they sing, and tliat they love.”-'* 

We cannot indeed suppose that there will be any 
“struggle for existence” in heaven. We should then 
be little better off than we are *now. This world is 
very beautiful, if wc would only enjoy it in peace. 
And yet mere passive existence — mere vegetation — 

^ Shakespeare. ® Longfellow, 

a Waller. 
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Mould in itself offer few attractions. It would indeed 
be almost intolerable. 

Again, the anxiety of change seems inconsistent 
with jierfect hajipiness ; and yet a 'wearisome, intermin- 
able monotony, the same thing over and over again for 
ever and ever without relief or variety, suggests dulness 
rather than delight. 

“ For still the doubt came back, —Can God provide 
For the large heart of iiian wliat shall not pall, 

Nor through eternal ages* endless tide 
On tired spirits fall < 

These make him say,— If God lias so arrayed 
A fading world that ijuickly jiasses by, 

Such rich provision of delight has made 
For every human eye, 

What shall the eyes that wait for him survey 
AVhon his own jiresence gloriously a]>])ears 
III worlds that were not founded for a day, 
lint for eternal years ?” ^ 

Here Science seems to suggest a possible answer : ' 
the solution of jiroblems w^hich have puzzled us here ; 
the acquisition of new ideas ; the unrolling the his^^ry 
of the past ; the world of animals and plants ; the 
secrets of space ; the wonders of the sUirs and of the 
regions beyond the stars. To become accpiainted 'witTi 
all the beautiful and interesting spots of our own ivorld 
would indeed be something to look forward to — and 
our world is but one of many millions. I sometimes 
wonder as I look aM^ay to the stars at night M’hether it 
vriW ever be iny jiriVilege as a disembodied spirit to 
visit and explore them. When we had made the great 
tour fresh interests ^vould have arisen, and we might 
well begin again. 


' Trench, 
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Here then is an infinity of interest without anxiety.* 
So that at last Aie only doubt may be 

** Lest an eternity should not suflicc 

To take the measure and the breadth and height 
Of what there is reserved in Paradise 
Its ever-new delight.’* ' 

I feel that to me, said Greg, “God has promised 
not the heaven of the ascetic temper, or the dogmatic 
theologian, or of the subtle mystic, or of the stern 
martyr ready alike to inflict and bear ; but a heaven of 
purified and permanent affections — of a book of know- 
ledge with eternal leaves, and unbounded capacities to 
read it — % those we love ever round us, never miscon- 
ceiving us, or being harassed by us : — of glorious work 
to do, and adequate faculties to do it — a world of 
solved problems, as well as of realised ideals. 

Cicero surely di<i not exaggerate when he said, “ O 
glorious day ! when I shall <lepart to that divine 
company and assemblage of spirits, and quit this 
troubled and polluted scene. For I shall go not only 
to those great men of whom I have spoken before, but 
alsg to my dear Cato, than whom never was better 
man *horn, nor more distinguished for pious affection ; 
whose body was luirned by me, whereas, on the con- 
t^Tjiry, it was fitting that mine should me burned by 
him. But his soul not deserting me, but oft looking 
back, no doubt departed to these legions whither it 
saw that I myself was destined to come. Which, 
though a distress to me, I seemed patiently to endure : 
j not that I bore it with indifference, but I comforted 
myself with the recollection that the separation and 
distance between us would not continue long. For 
these reasons, O Scipio (since you said that you with 
Lselius were accustomed to wonder at this), old age 
* Trench. 
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is tolerable to me, and not only not ii-ksome, but 

even delightful. And if I^am wronf in this, that I 
believe the souls of men to be immortal, I willingly 

delude myself : nor do I desire that tliis mistake, in 

which I take pleasure, should be wrested from me as 
long as I live ; but if I, when dead, shall have no con- 
sciousness, as some narrow-minded philosophers imagine, 

I do not fear lest dead philosophers should ridicule this 
hiy delusion.^’ 

Nor can I omit the magnificent passage in the 

Apologijy when, defending himself before the people of 
Athens, Socrates says, “ Let us reflect in another way, 
and we shall see that there is great reason to^iop%that 
death is a good ; for one of two things — cMier deiith 
is a state of nothingness and utter unconsciousness, or, 
as men say, there is a change and migration of the 
soul from this world to another. Now if you suppose 
that there is no consciousness, but a sleep like the sleep 
of^him who is undisturbed even by dreams, death will 
be an unspeakable gain. For if a person were to select 
the night in which his sleep was undisturbed by dreams, 
and were to compare w’ith this the other days ana 
nights of his life, and then were to tell us how many 
days and nights he had passed in the course of his life 
better and moie })leasaiitly than this one, I think that 
no man, T will not say a jirivate man, but not even the 
Great King, will find many such days or nights, when 
compared with the others. No’w, if death is like this, 

I say that to die is gain ; for eternity is then only a 
single night. l>ut if death is the journey to another' 
place, and there, as men say, all the dead are, what 
good, O my friends •and judges, can be gr-eater than 
this? 

“ If, indeed, when the pilgrim arrives in the world 
below, he is delivered from the professors of justice in 
this world, and finds the true judges, who are said to 
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give judgment there, — Minos, and Khadamanthiis, 
and -^acus, and Triptolenaus, and other sons of God 
who were righteous in their own life, — that pilgrimage 
will indeed be worth making. What would not a man 
give if he might converse with Orpheus, and Musa3us, 
and Hesiod, and Homer ? Nay, if this be true, let me 
die again and again. I myself, too, shall have a 
wonderful interest in there meeting and conversing 
with Palamcdes, and Ajax the son of Telamon, and 
other heroes of old who have sufterod death through 
an unjust judgment ; and there will be no small 
pleasure, as I think, in comparing my own suffeiings 
with,thefrs. Above all, I shall then be able to con- 
tinue m 3 ^carch into true and false knowledge ; as in 
this world, so also in that ; and I shall find out who 
is wise, and who pretends to be wise, and is not. 
What would not a man give, O judges, to be able to 
examine the leader of the grefit Trojan exi)edition ; or 
Odysseus or Sisyphus, or numberless others, men and 
women too ! What infinite delight would there be in 
conversing with them and asking them questions. In 
*another world they do not put a man to death for 
asking questions ; ^ assuredly not. For besides being 
haj^ier in that world than in this, they will be im- 
mortal, if what is said be true. 

Wherefore, O judges, be of good cheer about 
death, and know of a certainty that no evil can happen 
to a good man, either in life or after death, lie and 
his arc not neglected by the gods ; nor has my own 
approaching end happened by mere chance. But I see 
^clearly that to die and be released was better for me ; 
and therefore the oracle gave fto sign. For which 
reason, also, I am not angry with my condemners, or 
with my accusers ; they have done me no harm, 
although they did not mean to do me any good ; 

^ Referring to the cause of Ms own condemnation. 
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and for this I may gently blame them. The hour of 
departure has arrived, and .we go oui^ways — I to die 
and you to live. Which is better God only knows.” 

In the irisdom of Sohrmon we are promised thfit — 

“ The souls of the righteous are in the hand of God, 
and there shall no torment touch them. 

“In the sight of the unwise they seemed to die; 
and their departure is taken for misery. 

“ And their going from us to be utter destruction ; 
but they arc in peace. 

“ For though they be punished in the sight of men, 
yet is their hope full of immortality. 

“ And having been a little chastised, thef shail be 
greatly rewarded : for God proved them, JIftd found 
them worthy for liimself.” 

And assuredly, if in the hour of death the con- 
science is at peace, the mind need not be troulded. 
The future is full of doubt, indeed, but fuller still of 
hoj;)e. 

If we are cuitering upon a rest after the struggles of 
life, 

“ IVhcre the wiikcd cease from troubling, 

And the wcaiy are at rest,” 

that to many a weary soul will he a welcome bourne, 
and even then we may .say, 

”0 Death ! where is thy .sting ? 

O Gi’iivo ! where is thy victoiy ?” 

On the other hand, if, trusting hurnhly but confidently 
in the goodness of an Almighty and loving Father, we^ 
arc entering on a nffw sphere of existence, where w’C 
may look forward to meet not only those Great Men 
of whom we have hoard so much, those whose works 
w^c have read and enjoyed, hut those tilso whom 'we 
have loved and lost; when we shall leave behind us 
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entldtence ; ifkm we shall *join the AB|j!f|Wc Arch- 
angels, and all the company of Heaten*‘*-4l^ indeed, 
we may cherish a sure ind certain^ iiomf that the 
interests and jrfeasures of this world are m nothing, 
compared to thosh 9! the life that awaits tis in our 
Eternal Home, 


THE END 
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